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From  the  Editor 


To  the  Soul  Holding  this  Piece  of  Literature: 

Words  are  all  that  we  have,  and  I’d  be  wasting  your  time  if  I kept 
you  here  theorizing  as  to  why  that  is.  Within  these  pages  are  words 
that  contain  expression  in  its  barest  sense.  As  you  receive  these 
expressions,  I ask  only  that  you  simultaneously  take  the  time  to 
consider  the  perspective  from  which  each  one  is  written.  Each  and 
every  piece  in  this  collection  was  hand-crafted  by  an  individual  mind 
that  has  been  shaped  by  a set  of  experiences  specific  to  a particular 
walk  of  life.  The  sharing  of  writing  is  the  sharing  of  these  experiences 
and  the  spreading  of  knowledge. 

Much  love  to  the  editing  staff,  Dr.  Amy  Milakovic,  Dr.  Abigail  Lambke, 
Tracy  Alber  Mattis,  and  Professor  Stanley  E.  Banks  for  all  the  help  with 
creating  this  year’s  edition.  To  all  those  who  submitted,  I extend  my 
deepest  appreciation  for  your  time,  effort,  and  willingness  to  submit 
your  pieces  for  consideration. 

“The  Achilles’  heel  of  humanity  is  its  inability  to  cope  with  what  it  does 
not  understand.” 


- Wise  Man 


Maxwell  Williams 

Sound  and  Fury  Editor-in-Chief 
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POETRY 


Faded  Autumn 


The  crops  won’t  grow. 

The  sun  won’t  shine. 

The  dogs  won’t  bark. 

The  birds  won’t  sing. 

Snow  begins  to  fall. 

Cold  creeps  in  our  bones. 

Death  seems  knocking. 

Will  we  answer? 

No.  Not  tonight. 

Tonight  we  celebrate  life. 

The  eternal  twixt  of  these  two  creatures 
Bound  by  the  fading  of  youth. 

Alden  Stockam 
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Poetry 


Poetry 


Revolt 


One  day-- 

The  slit  in  my  abdomen  revolted. 

It  rejected  my  gratitude 
Memories  of  joy  and  birth. 

And  swallowed  my  intestines  instead 
Another  surgery,  another  selfish  fit 

From  my  demanding  core-- 
Still  angry  from  years  of  neglect. 

Another  recovery,  additional  months 
Of  a world  viewed  by  intervals  of  weight. 

A handful  of  books,  my  young  daughter, 
A gallon  of  milk-- 

All  potential  criminals 
Awaiting  their  judgement 

In  the  trial  of  recuperation. 


Gwendolyn  Dunwiddie 
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Library 

Dozens  of  people 
Shout  their  attributes 
Across  the  serene  walls 
Of  my  hometown  library. 

Waves  of  tattoos  and  Mohawks 
Seek  free  internet 
As  men  in  ties 

Cradle  their  print  hungry  princesses 
Toward  the  self  checkouts. 

Two  dozen  instrument  cases 
Form  a maze  across  the  entrance 
Which  doubles  as  tonight’s 
Tuesday  night  sound  stage. 

Students  lumber  their  backpacks 
Through  the  Mariachi  trio 
That  ignores  the  elderly’s  request 
For  “down-home”  music. 

I hope  someday 

I can  spend  more  than  twenty-seven  minutes 
At  the  town  square  library. 

Sandwiched  between  my  kid’s  activities— 
Scanning  a clock 
That  refuses  to  stop. 
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Poetry 


Poetry 


I hope  someone  will  wheel 
My  shell  of  a body 
Downtown  for  a weekly  flight 
Into  a visual  parade. 

Complete  with  Ozark  hymns 
and  the  security  of  nostalgia. 

Gwendolyn  Dunwiddie 
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A Heavy  Misunderstanding 

God  came  to  Earth 

with  a name  that  humanity  mustn’t  speak. 
No  form  was  blessed  more  than  the  flesh. 
Upon  which  God  seeks  refuge. 

In  an  adult’s  heart, 

God  weighs  and  whittles  them  down. 
However,  if  God  traverses  a child’s  heart, 
a miracle  occurs! 

Eyes  wide  with  wonder, 

body  light  as  air, 

the  child  takes  flight,  but  alas! 

Their  hearts  are  too  light, 

and  loosened  like  a balloon,  they  stray. 

That  is  the  contradiction  of  God. 

“He  was  so  young,” 

and  “She  was  so  small,” 

they  say  as  water  leaks  incoherently 

down  their  stressed  cheeks. 

God  is  mine  to  hold  and  to  care  for, 
grow  it  will, 

into  a gorgeous  chrysalis,  upon  that, 
my  realization  came: 

I must  shed  my  flesh  to  fly. 


A.C.  McKeehan 
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Poetry 


Poetry 


Soldier’s  Warning 


Water  greedily  drinks  blood  from  the  dead 
while  the  rest  of  the  world  is  wrapped  in  sleep. 

I cleanse  my  sword  of  the  blood  it  had  shed 
and  pretend  I cannot  hear  my  men  weep. 

The  moon  wears  black  like  a wife  in  mourning. 
Bodies  litter  the  shore,  both  friend  and  foe. 

Could  this  bloodbath  just  have  been  a warning? 
Fear  sends  me  to  the  ground  like  a deathblow. 

Off  in  the  distance,  a fire  rises  high, 

breaking  through  the  dark  and  spreading  its  light. 

Its  beauty  fills  me  with  hope  and  I sigh. 

Perhaps  there’s  nothing  to  fear,  all  is  right. 

Then  I noticed  what  I hadn’t  before. 

The  sky  was  as  red  as  the  blood-stained  shore. 


Jessica  A.  Hopkins 
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Mother  Sea 


The  bitter  tongue  of  the  sea 

laughs  when  someone  thinks  they’re  free 

of  its  tremulous  current. 

The  waves’  ability  to  chain 
a loving  ear  to  a shell 
lets  the  sea  whisper  secrets, 
in  its  all-knowing  voices, 
of  generations  past. 


Diana  Hendricks 
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Poetry 


Poetry 


Barcoded 


Our  society  is  so  commercialized 

that  we  cannot  finalize  who  we  are 

until  our  palms  are  stamped  with  bar  codes. 

We  consume  lies  like  takeout, 

without  so  much  difficulty  as  knocking  back 

a shot  of  vodka. 

We  consume  lies  like  takeout, 
because  consumers  are  what  we  are, 
and  the  label  above  the  price  tag  reads 
mindless  machines,  with  a disclaimer: 
manufactured  by  corporations 
and  brainwashed  my  politicians 
who  will  cut  funds  for  veterans 
but  raise  their  own  salaries. 

We  consume  lies  like  takeout 

because  we  are  so  blinded 

by  the  “in  God  we  trust”  labeled  on  our  dollar  bill 

that  we  cannot  see  that  it  is  the  money 

which  holds  our  leash. 


Diana  Hendricks 
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16  Grams  of  Pro-teen 


Empty  can  of  mackerel  sardines 
Reddening  in  gold  of  tarnished  copper 
Arctic  barricades  squatting  on  bellies 

Gnawed  till  the  threads  of  the  meat  minced 

Mandibles  wrenched  by  ivory  fangs 

Poached  veins  obscured,  garnished  with  plasma. 

Behold  five  kinfolks  expire  and  wolfed 
Flavored  in  resilience,  clutching 
Corner  pocket  waylaid  by  iron  tusks 

Belching  post  feast  of  sinister  craving 
Hoarded  for  another  day  of  tremor 
Rubbished,  pursed,  evaded-binary  blades. 


Michelle  Henderson 
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Poetry 


Poetry 


Runaway  Durango  Mango 


Sundried  tomato  rumpled  rind  and  sheened 
Bunkered  with  parched,  bleak  abrasive  fur 
Swollen  sweats  on  peppery  ogles 
Lolling  over  nuggets  of  spicy  sand 

Mild  beast  in  lush,  leafy,  lime  cowboy 
Striding  over  the  stenchy,  gummy  gut 
Protruding  button,  a beach  of  cocoa 
Lactating  oiled  pleats  of  musty  mutton 

Ashen  crystal  atop  the  plateau 
Eclipsed  the  fair-haired  coconut 
Cuddling  the  snowy  wind  of  pulsing  palms 
Whispers  on  Eastern  chrysanthemums 


Michelle  Henderson 
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Where  I’m  From 


I am  from  death 
from  blood  and  smoke. 

I am  from  the  streets  under  the  fiery  pits  of  hell 
(Black,  glistening,  tasting  like  flesh). 

I am  from  the  crackheads 
the  helpless 

Whose  long-gone  spirits  I remember  as  if  they  were  my  own. 

I’m  from  youth  and  gang 
from  blood-in  and  blood-out. 

I’m  from  the  big  family  and  small  income, 
from  the  single  mothers  and  teen  moms. 

I’m  from  “snitches  get  stitches” 

with  a one  on  one  fight 

and  ten  verses  I can  say  myself. 

I’m  from  robbery  and  arrests 

fried  corn  and  strong  coffee, 

from  the  finger  God  touches  me  with, 

the  window  my  mother  opens  to  keep  sight  of  us. 

In  my  closet  hides  a gun 
reeking  of  gun  powder, 
blood  staining  my  shirt 
that  isn’t  mine. 

I am  from  killing, 

I am  from  Click...  Clack...  Pow! 


Amber  Jones 
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Poetry 


Poetry 


The  33’s 


Supposedly  you  are  the  gang 
who  runs  my  apartment  complex, 
or  so  my  friend  said. 

He  is  dead 
to  me  now. 

A Blood  gang  affiliate — 
you  must  certainly  are; 
however,  there  was  one  day 
a group  of  kids  said,  “Hey.” 
Asked  me  for  “5  dollas” 
each. 

Those  were  his  kids, 
there  is  no  doubt. 

Stuck  their  hands  out  fast 
for  my  pool  pass  and 
5 dollars  from  my  wallet 
on  my  ass. 

I gave  it. 

One  of  the  six  now  turned, 
the  youngest  of  them  all 
and  walked  back  to  my  car. 
Asked  me  for  an  extra  five, 
so  he  could  “get  mo’  at  the  stow.” 
I told  him,  “No.” 

Slid  him  2 mo’, 
and  told  him,  “Go.” 
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Before  he  went, 

I passed  him  this  tidbit: 

“If  you  can  get  this  world 
to  think  you  are  different 
than  you  are, 

I promise  you, 

You’ll  go  far. 

It’s  not  about  black  or  white. 

Trust  me, 

I did  this  same  shit  too, 

Aight?” 

He  turned  and  ran, 
and  called  me 
on  the  number  I gave  him 
a few  times 
asking  for  a ride. 

A few  weeks  later, 
a gun  goes  to  my  throat. 

$40  once  again  leaves  my  pocket. 

Red  33  tattooed  on  his  shirtless  chest. 
Money  going  to  the  same  place  as  before. 
Too  bad  he  didn’t  know, 

All  he  had  to  do  was  just  ask. 


Maxwell  Williams 

From:  thegarbagecat.com 
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Poetry 


Poetry 


Just  Above  the  Abdomen, 
Just  Beneath  the  Skull 


I run  through  my  city: 
There  is  poverty. 

There  is  oppression. 

There  is  mass  wealth. 

I travel  through  its  mind: 
There  is  Jesus. 

There  is  Muhammad. 
There  is  Big  Business. 

I drink  its  blood: 

There  is  Boulevard  Wheat. 
There  is  tap-water. 

There  is  Life. 

I bite  its  lip: 

There  is  pain. 

There  is  pleasure. 

There  is  over-stimulation. 

I saw  open  the  chest  of  my  city: 
There  is  flesh. 

There  is  milk. 

There  is  gold. 

I search  the  stomach  of  my  city: 
There  is  rhythm. 

There  is  BBQ. 

There  is  emptiness. 
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I tear  off  the  arms  of  my  city: 
There  is  violence. 

There  is  peace. 

There  is  no  such  thing. 

I gaze  into  its  eyes  before  decapitation: 
There  is  loneliness. 

There  is  despair. 

There  is  faceless  HOPE. 


Joyfully  I de-brain  my  city: 
First, 

there  is  confusion. 
Second, 

there  is  madness. 
Finally, 

There  is  an  answer. 


Maxwell  Williams 
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Poetry 


Poetry 


Patriarch 


Sometimes  I wonder, 
how  on  Earth  you  carried 
both  a washer  & dryer 
up 

a flight  of  stairs 
with  a bad  back  & 

Osgood  Slaughter’s  in  your  knees. 
Sometimes  I wonder, 

how  on  Mars  you  worked 

both  a paper  route  & an 

overnight  shift  at  John’s  Apple  Market 

with  3 kids  & 

a sick  Love  of  your  Life. 

Sometimes  I wonder, 

how  on  Jupiter  you  dealt 
with  a stubborn  son  who 
wasn’t  even  yours  to  begin  with 
who  stayed  bitchin’  about  chores 
& cost  ya  more  than  a couple  snores. 
Sometimes,  I wonder. 

I suppose  I also  wonder  how  Jesus 
carried  the  cross,  or  how 
Siddhartha  sat  through  all  that  loss. 
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But  then, 

I remember, 


how  beautiful  it  is  to  be  a human, 
and  how  beautiful  it  is 

to  hold  the  answer. 


Maxwell  Williams 

From:  thegarbagecat.com 
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Poetry 


ESSAY  / 
NON-FICTION 


non-fiction 


McDonald’s  Cup  Testament 

How  much  longer  do  we  wish  to  remain  the  same?  How  much  longer 
do  we  want  to  continue  to  walk  circles  in  the  flawed,  pre-conceived 
constructs  that  society  has  built  for  us? 

When  I was  6 years  old,  I attended  kindergarten  at  an 
elementary  school  in  Raytown,  MO.  Due  to  the  fact  that  I struggled 
with  stuttering,  I had  to  attend  speech  class  regularly.  Everyday  a 
special  teacher  would  show  up  at  9:35am  to  my  classroom  door, 
and  I would  have  to  leave  and  go  sit  in  an  auxiliary  room  (no  bigger 
than  a storage  closet)  where  a speech  therapist  would  assist  me  in 
repairing  my  vocal  impediment.  Looking  back,  I wish  they’d  tried  a 
little  harder  because  it  doesn’t  help  now  that  I only  stutter  when  I lie. 
Anyways,  there  I’d  sit  day  in  and  day  out.  Eventually,  I began  to  feel 
extremely  isolated  from  my  peers.  I lost  the  ability  to  feel  “normal”  or 
comfortable  because  it  was  being  made  clear  that  I was  obviously 
different  on  the  surface.  I couldn’t  speak  with  the  same  steadiness  as 
my  classmates,  but  that  wasn’t  necessarily  what  bothered  me.  What 
bothered  me  was  the  fact  that  I was  forced  into  isolation  from  my 
classmates;  albeit,  for  my  own  good.  Still,  I’d  have  rather  dealt  with 
my  inferior  speech  abilities  and  learned  to  cope  rather  than  watching 
as  my  classmates  started  to  treat  me  as  the  “special”  kid  in  class.  It 
was  demoralizing,  especially  because  inside  I was  intelligent  enough 
to  realize  what  was  going  on.  I just  wasn’t  able  to  express  it.  I was 
constantly  asked  where  I went  during  this  hour,  and  I constantly  lied. 
“1-1  g-got  to  go  and  e-eat  b-b-b-breakfast  with  the  f-f-fifth  grade”.  Or, 
“l-l  g-g-got  to  g-go  have  an  e-arly  e-e-extra  r-recess  with  the  f-f-first 
grade”.  Finally,  one  morning  my  teacher  overheard  one  of  these  lies 
that  I was  force-feeding  my  kindergarten  companions.  She  threw  me 
under  the  bus  instantly.  In  front  of  the  whole  class,  right  in  the  middle 
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of  our  morning  stretch  to  the  musical  accompaniment  of  “Heads, 
Shoulders,  Knees,  and  Toes”,  my  teacher,  Miss  Teppmeyer,  stood 
up,  silenced  the  stereo,  and  thorough  informed  my  classmates  on  the 
details  regarding  my  occupation  as  a liar.  “Max  goes  to  special  class 
for  the  problem  he  has  with  how  he  talks.  He  doesn’t  get  extra  recess 
or  breakfast  with  the  5th  grade.  He’s  not  specially  privileged  in  that 
way”. 


There  it  was.  The  first  dagger  in  my  heart.  All  my  classmates 
really  heard  was  “special  class”  and  the  news  that  I had  been  lying.  I 
sat  there  with  a feeling  of  inferiority  overwhelming  me  that  I’ve  never 
experienced  to  that  particular  degree  since.  There  I was,  sitting  in  the 
ruins  of  my  sand  castle  of  lies.  I had  nowhere  to  run  and  nowhere  to 
hide.  Just  me  and  my  “problem”,  completely  exposed  and  vulnerable 
to  the  world. 

That  next  day,  the  speech  teacher  arrived  at  9:35.  I proceeded 
as  usual  to  the  broom  closet  to  receive  my  therapy.  However,  on  this 
day,  I decided  would  break  the  gate.  I would  no  longer  comply  with 
what  the  school  was  forcing  me  to  do.  I figured  that  I may  have  had 
a problem,  but  I didn’t  have  to  let  them  force  me  into  fixing  it  their 
way  any  longer.  My  kindergarten  logic  was  flawless.  That  day,  I sat 
down  and  put  the  headphones  on  in  that  broom  closet  as  usual.  My 
speech  therapist  was  preparing  to  listen  to  me  repeat  sentences  and 
pronunciations  to  her  for  the  next  hour.  She  turned  away  from  me  and 
went  to  retrieve  my  file  from  her  file  cabinet  on  the  other  side  of  the 
closet.  In  the  blink  of  an  eye,  I removed  the  headphones,  sat  them 
on  the  table,  and  snuck  out  of  the  door  that  was  slightly  ajar.  Almost 
instantly,  I panicked  because  I didn’t  know  where  to  go.  I wanted  to 
be  in  the  one  place  that  I felt  safe,  so  I walked  out  of  the  front  doors 
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non-fiction 


non-fiction 


of  the  school  and  went  in  the  direction  of  my  house  on  foot. 

First,  let  me  say  that  my  independent  excursion  didn’t  last 
any  longer  than  a literal  45  minutes,  as  a phone  call  was  made  to 
police  by  the  school  only  5 minutes  after  my  abrupt  departure.  Not 
long  after  the  phone  call  from  the  school,  the  police  would  receive 
a call  from  some  random  civilians  who  happened  to  be  out  a casual 
day  stroll  and  spotted  a lone-wolf  six-year  old  trekking  around  town. 
In  all  honesty,  I was  picked  up  before  any  true  rebellion  of  mine 
ever  developed.  However,  while  on  this  short  skirmish  of  mine,  I 
would  encounter  the  man  who  would  later  transform  my  thoughts  on 
humanism  and  racism  as  I have  reflected  back  upon  it. 

There  is  a trailer  park  that  still  exists  not  far  from  that 
elementary  school.  As  I came  near  this  place  of  communal 
residence,  I came  across  what  I would  later  learn  was  a beggar. 
There  he  stood  about  15  yards  from  me.  He  was  the  first  older  black 
male  that  I can  remember  encountering.  I spot  this  man,  and  in  his 
left-hand  is  a small  McDonald’s  cup.  The  size  one  will  get  when  one 
asks  for  a water.  In  his  right  hand,  a sign  that  I could  not  yet  make 
sense  of.  I stood  frozen  in  fear.  I was  afraid  of  what  this  rugged 
looking  man  could  possibly  do  to  me,  so  I quickly  hid  behind  the  sign 
that  was  advertising  the  trailer  park  community. 

I was  so  intensely  focused  on  the  beggar,  and  so  intensely 
focused  on  my  own  fears,  that  I almost  failed  to  notice  he  was  talking 
to  all  the  cars  that  stopped  at  the  stop  light.  Whether  the  window 
was  down  or  not,  the  man  spoke  loud  and  clear,  “Change!  Change. 
Change!”  He  swirled  the  cup,  and  I swear  that  I can  still  hear  the 
change  in  it  now.  “Just  a lil’  bit  here  and  there  helps  more  than  y’all 
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could  ever  know”.  It  was  right  after  these  words  left  his  mouth  that  I 
saw  what  I consider  IT.  I saw  a bright,  white  truck  pull-up  next  to  this 
man.  The  window  was  already  down  on  the  truck,  and  so  the  beggar 
made  his  move.  He  spoke  aloud  for  change  once  again,  but  this 
time  boldly  extended  the  cup  to  a point  where  it  began  to  breech  the 
inside  of  the  cab.  Almost  instantly,  a hand  met  the  McDonald’s  cup 
and  slapped  it  to  ground,  spilling  the  change  all  out  onto  the  asphalt. 
The  window  went  up,  and  the  light  turned  green.  The  beggar  did  not 
care  that  the  cars  were  now  accelerating  by  him.  He  fell  down  to  his 
hands  and  knees  right  there  and  picked  up  every  last  penny  off  the 
pavement. 

I was  initially  very  confused  by  what  I saw,  but  I will  say  that 
my  heart  physically  hurt  as  I watched  that  man  huddle  inches  from 
the  pavement  picking  up  his  scattered  change.  His  scrungy,  khaki 
covered  ass  stuck  up  in  the  air,  dirty  face  skimming  the  asphalt, 
and  his  fingers  struggling,  scraping  to  get  a grasp  on  every  last,  flat 
cent.  I didn’t  know  how  to  define  it  at  the  time,  but  I was  immediately 
humbled  by  what  I saw.  I had  witnessed  my  first  act  of  what  I would 
now  call  “anti-humanism”.  Thoughts  raced  through  my  mind  in  my 
kindergarten  mind.  What  had  this  man  done?  Was  he  evil?  Why  was 
he  out  here?  What  did  he  need  change  for?  Too  late.  No  answers. 
The  cop  sirens  became  audible  and  then  visible.  I was  picked  up. 

My  first  ride  in  the  squad  car  was  at  6 years  old. 

That  image  haunted  my  thoughts  for  weeks.  I felt  so  bad  for 
the  beggar.  What  I had  seen  was  a man  who  had  nothing,  and  who 
was  making  himself  completely  vulnerable  by  begging  for  what  he 
did  not  have,  and  he  was  literally  slapped  down  to  his  knees.  From 
that  point  forward,  it  made  my  heart  hurt  in  class  every  time  that  I 
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watched  another  student  drop  something  under  his  or  her  desk  and 
have  to  get  in  that  face  down,  ass  up  position  to  reach  whatever  it 
was  that  he  or  she  had  dropped.  That  image  of  the  beggar  hit  my 
mind  and  it  would  humble  me  just  as  much  as  it  did  the  first  time. 

That  image  re-awoke  this  memory  in  me  through  a dream  last  night. 

I cannot  express  how  bizarre  the  dream  was,  but  I can  tell  you  that 
I’ve  always  believed  dreams  are  significant. 

I awoke  from  a flashback  nightmare  of  mine  regarding  these 
particular  memories  at  11:56pm  on  November  24th,  2014  to  a text 
from  my  Mother  warning  me  about  the  case  decision  in  Ferguson, 
MO.  She  warned  me  that  at  the  intersection  off  of  Interstate-435  and 
Holmes  Rd  (not  far  from  Avila  University)  there  were  supposedly 
civilians  throwing  bricks  through  windows.  There  are  a lot  of 
conflicting  views  regarding  the  case  regarding  Michael  Brown,  and 
all  the  activity  surrounding  it.  However,  most  of  these  views  opinions 
essentially  fail  to  address  what  I believe  the  real  problem  is. 

The  issue  in  Ferguson  is  strictly  about  racial  divide  and  racial 
misconception,  and  for  anyone  to  think  otherwise... well,  I don’t 
want  to  be  negative  towards  anyone,  but  it’s  just  not  logical.  There 
is  a modern  racial  divide  that  is  still  being  upheld  in  our  country  in 
some  areas  willingly,  and  I believe  that  it  is  currently  being  ignored. 
The  issue  at  stake  is  not  about  police  brutality,  nor  is  it  about  police 
forces  being  corrupted  and  over-militarized.  While  there  are  corrupt 
cops  and  such,  and  the  fire-power  might  be  excessive,  I don’t  believe 
that  is  the  problem  at  the  heart  of  the  case  we  have  here.  The  true 
story  of  Michael  Brown’s  death,  we’ll  never  actually  know,  and  that’s 
why  there’s  no  reason  for  us,  as  members  of  the  general  public,  to 
speculate  endlessly  on  the  individual  case.  Don’t  forget,  what  we 
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see  on  TV  is  manipulated.  I’m  not  saying  that  we’re  being  lied  to,  but 
I am  saying  that  information  can  easily  be  tweaked  to  evoke  certain 
feelings  and  thoughts  without  necessarily  telling  full-on  lies  (it’s  called 
rhetoric  and  it’s  a class  offered  at  Avila).  So  as  the  general  public, 
let’s  leave  the  specificity  of  the  case  proceedings  to  the  court  systems 
and  the  professionals.  There’s  nothing  we  can  do  about  the  case 
specifically,  but  what  we  can  do  is  fight  for  a shift  in  societal  ideas  and 
attitudes.  Essentially,  we  can  fight  for  “change”  just  like  the  beggar  I 
encountered  at  that  intersection. 

The  modern  racial  divide  is  real.  I live  just  south  of 
Interstate-435  and  Wornall  Rd  in  Kansas  City.  I live  in  the  Center 
public  school  district  zone.  I also  live  on  the  cutoff  of  the  Grandview 
public  school  district  zone.  If  you’re  from  Kansas  City,  then  you 
may  have  had  some  thoughts  come  to  mind  just  now  about  the 
racial  composition  of  these  school  districts.  They  are  primarily  Afro- 
American  districts.  What  I find  truly  interesting  about  where  I live: 
it  is  a mixture  of  the  wealthiest  and  poorest  areas  in  KC.  There  are 
neighborhoods  full  of  half  million  dollar  homes  just  a mere  25  blocks 
from  the  “Always  Save”  grocery  store  where  I once  gave  a man  a ride 
“home”  who  offered  me  five  dollars  for  the  coat  I had  in  my  back  seat. 
As  I ventured  into  this  man’s  neighborhood,  I caught  glimpses  of  the 
real  images  of  what  ghettos  look  like.  It  rattled  me  to  my  core.  How 
can  these  two  vastly  different  worlds  exist  so  close  to  each  other,  but 
remain  so  far  apart? 

I’ll  tell  you  where  I get  really  tripped  up.  Three  of  the  major 
private  schools  in  Kansas  City  also  exist  within  this  small  radius  I 
am  speaking  of.  They  are  all  within  roughly  4 miles  of  each  other, 
and  they  educate  primarily  wealthy  populations.  When  I ask  myself 
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why  the  Grandview  and  Center  school  districts  are  primarily  Afro- 
American  and  under-funded,  I realize  that  I now  know  the  answer. 
Every  wealthy  student  in  the  area  doesn’t  attend  the  underfunded 
public  school  districts.  Instead,  their  parents  send  them  to  the  private 
schools.  Why  wouldn’t  they?  It’s  unfortunate  that  these  divisions 
in  wealth  simultaneously  help  create  a racial  divide.  If  you  can’t 
see  how  this  simple  occurrence  helps  tend  to  the  racial  divide  then 
you’re  still  seeing  blind.  A bubble  is  being  supported  and  upheld 
not  necessarily  by  a racial  prejudice,  but  almost  a complete  social 
prejudice  that  includes  race  as  a factor  as  much  as  financial  class. 

It  may  be  a difficult  realization,  but  it  would  seem  that  because  the 
wealthier  students  in  these  areas  attend  the  private  schools  over 
the  public  schools,  the  racial  divide  grows.  The  racial  divide  grows 
and  unawareness  grows.  There  begins  to  be  a giant  unawareness 
of  what  the  real  world  is  actually  composed  of.  These  bubbles 
are  created,  and  the  poverty  and  struggle  is  swept  under  the  rug. 
Imagine  the  change  we  could  see  if  some  of  these  pre-conceived 
racial  notions  fell  off.  Imagine  if  instead  of  paying  over  $10,000  a 
student  for  a private  education,  those  same  parents  sent  their  kids 
to  public  school  and  donated  $5,000  (a  fraction  of  what  they  would 
pay)  a year  to  the  district  and  became  an  active  part  of  the  PTA. 
Imagine  the  positive  change  and  growth  that  we  could  see.  Not  only 
in  education  and  the  district,  but  as  a harmonious  people  within  a 
society  all  striving  together  in  a similar  pursuit.  We  keep  looking  to 
the  government  and  all  of  these  systems  outside  of  ourselves  to  fix 
these  problems,  but  what  we  fail  to  see  is  that  a lot  of  us  possess 
the  powers  and  abilities  to  stimulate  little  changes  with  giant  ripple 
effects. 
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Ask  yourself.  What  I am?  Am  I more  than  just  an  animal?  Am  I 
more  than  just  a biologically  classified  mammal  who  is  struggling  to 
continue  my  survival  (a  warm  place  to  sleep  and  warm  food  to  eat)? 

I don’t  think  so.  We  might  have  higher  thoughts  and  capabilities, 
but  it’s  because  of  these  capabilities  that  we’re  still  living  in  the 
prejudiced  chaos  we  created  forever  ago.  There  are  so  many 
resonances  of  the  MLK  Jr.  and  Malcolm  X movements  with  this  that 
it  makes  me  sick  to  my  stomach.  Sick  to  my  damn  stomach,  as  I 
bend  over  and  try  to  help  pick  up  some  of  this  change  that’s  fallen 
out  of  our  American  McDonald’s  cup.  Unfortunately,  I might  be  alone. 
Just  like  that  beggar. 

Are  we  gonna  spend  our  lives  attempting  to  act  for  the  improvement 
of  our  current  state  of  existence,  or  are  we  just  gonna  sit  back,  look 
at  the  sky,  and  wonder  about  the  “how”  and  “why”? 

I’ll  be  on  the  corner.  A cat  who  faced  some  odd  isolation  and  feelings 
of  separation  himself  and  can  relate.  A cat  lookin’  for  peace.  A cat 
who  sees  what’s  going  down  on  a different  level.  A cat  swirlin’  his  cup 
and  askin’  for 

“Change!  Change.  Change!” 


Maxwell  Williams 
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Tanning  Legislation:  Why  Minors  Should 
Be  Banned 

Winter  is  quickly  approaching,  and  the  days  of  cut-off  shorts 
and  laying  out  by  the  pool  are  long  gone.  But  just  because  the 
cold  air  makes  tanning  outdoors  impossible,  many  people,  teens 
especially,  are  not  quite  ready  to  give  up  tanning  just  yet.  Increased 
sun  exposure  at  a young  age  drastically  increases  the  chance  of 
skin  cancer,  and  yet  most  states  do  not  have  regulations  or  age 
restrictions  to  prevent  teens  from  indoor  tanning.  Indoor  tanning 
is  often  seen  as  a more  convenient  and  relaxing  way  to  get  a tan, 
however  the  numerous  risks  associated  with  indoor  tanning  make 
it  an  unhealthy  and  addictive  activity  that  adolescents  should  not 
be  exposed  to.  In  order  to  prevent  the  occurrence  of  skin  cancer  in 
young  adults,  people  under  the  age  of  18  should  not  be  allowed  to 
use  indoor  tanning  beds. 

Young  teens  today  can  be  obsessed  with  the  idea  of  having 
a tan,  and  are  desperately  trying  to  avoid  being  described  as  “pale,” 
“pasty,”  or  “washed  out.”  The  mindset  that  having  a tan  makes  a 
person  more  attractive  is  damaging  to  both  a person’s  self  esteem 
and  health,  and  teens  concerned  with  self-image  are  particularly 
vulnerable  to  this  message.  In  2011,  the  Centers  for  Disease  Control 
and  Prevention  reported  that  “29%  of  white  high  school  girls”  are 
tanning  indoors  (“Indoor  Tanning  Is  Not  Safe”).  High  school  students 
swarm  to  indoor  tanning  salons  during  the  days  prior  to  important 
social  events  like  prom,  and  some  teens  continue  to  use  indoor 
tanning  salons  on  a daily  basis.  High  school  teens  enjoy  the  self- 
esteem boost  they  get  from  begin  tan,  and  believe  the  social  benefits 
of  tanning  outweigh  the  risks. 

It  is  absolutely  necessary  to  ban  indoor  tanning  for  persons 
under  the  age  of  18  in  order  to  decrease  the  occurrence  of  skin 


30 


cancer,  or  melanoma,  later  in  life.  Excessive  sun  exposure  at  a 
young  age  increases  the  risk  of  skin  cancer,  and  tanning  beds 
increase  the  risk  of  skin  cancer  more  than  outdoor  sun-tanning.  In 
fact,  people  younger  than  30  years  of  age  who  tan  indoors  are  75% 
more  likely  to  develop  skin  cancer  (“Tanning  Beds:  WHO  Issues 
Official  Warning”).  Any  activity  that  increases  the  risk  of  cancer 
by  such  an  enormous  percent  can  hardly  be  considered  suitable 
for  minors,  who  might  not  even  be  aware  of  the  consequences. 
Smoking,  drug  use,  and  drinking  are  illegal  for  minors,  and  teens 
are  constantly  educated  about  the  numerous  health  risks  associated 
with  those  activities.  However,  indoor  tanning  is  easily  accessible  to 
teens,  and  people  who  frequently  use  indoor  tanning  facilities  often 
don’t  understand  how  vulnerable  they  become  to  skin  damage. 

The  information  tanning  companies  present  to  consumers 
about  the  health  benefits  of  tanning  are  essentially  propaganda, 
and  teenagers  are  impressionable  and  could  easily  believe  such 
misinformation.  Agencies  like  Safe  Tan  promote  websites  dedicated 
to  telling  the  public  that  developing  a tan  is  a natural  way  to  protect 
skin  from  sunburn,  an  effective  way  to  treat  skin  conditions  including 
psoriasis  or  acne,  and  a good  source  of  vitamin  D,  which  can 
prevent  illnesses  such  as  heart  disease  (“Are  There  Any  Benefits  To 
Indoor  Tanning?”).  However,  medical  research  suggests  that  a tan 
is  not  a natural  defense  against  sunburn,  but  rather  it  is  a response 
that  the  skin  has  has  already  been  damaged.  FDA  scientist  Shannon 
Miller  explains,  “Recognizing  exposure  to  the  rays  as  an  ‘insult,’  the 
skin  acts  in  self-defense  by  producing  more  melanin,  a pigment  that 
darkens  the  skin.  Over  time,  this  damage  will  lead  to  prematurely 
aged  skin  and,  in  some  cases,  skin  cancer”  (“Indoor  Tanning:  The 
Risks  of  Ultraviolet  Rays”).  It  is  absolutely  not  necessary  to  gain 
Vitamin  D through  tanning  when  it  can  be  gained  either  through 
supplements  or  diet,  and  receiving  treatment  from  a dermatologist 
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for  skin  conditions  is  much  safer  than  relying  on  UV  rays  (Doheny). 
The  risks  involved  with  indoor  tanning  clearly  outweigh  the  benefits; 
however,  the  tanning  industry  brainwashes  customers  into  believing 
that  indoor  tanning  is  an  essential  way  to  stay  healthy. 

Teens  who  frequently  tan  are  showing  signs  of  addiction, 
forming  a physical  and  emotional  dependance  to  tanning  similar 
to  that  of  a person  who  is  addicted  to  cigarettes  or  other  drugs. 

Some  young  teens  tan  because  it  helps  them  feel  more  relaxed, 
and  endorphins  released  into  the  skin  during  tanning  can  boost 
both  mood  and  self-esteem  (Hornung  and  Poorsattar).  Forming 
addictions  at  any  age  is  unhealthy,  however  addictions  are  harder  to 
break  when  they  form  at  a young  age,  as  “21  percent  of  14-17-year- 
old  indoor  tanners  reported  difficulty  quitting”  (Hornung  and 
Poorsattar).  Often  times,  these  addictions  stem  from  a psychological 
disorder,  such  as  poor  self  image.  Teens  who  frequently  tan  often 
feel  that  they  need  to  be  tan  in  order  to  appear  more  attractive  and 
popular.  Stress  and  anxiety  can  also  contribute  to  the  increased  use 
of  tanning  beds,  since  many  teens  reported  feeling  more  relaxed 
after  tanning  (Kourosh  and  Jacobe).  Despite  the  temporary  feel- 
good benefits  of  tanning,  forming  a dependence  on  tanning  is  not  a 
healthy  way  to  cope  with  self-esteem  or  anxiety  issues,  and  leads  to 
devastating  long  term  effects. 

Currently,  only  9 states  have  outlawed  tanning  for  individuals 
under  the  age  of  18,  while  most  other  states  only  require  parental 
consent  for  minors  to  use  indoor  tanning  beds  (“Indoor  Tanning”). 
Requiring  parental  consent  to  allow  minors  to  tan  is  a step  in  the 
right  direction,  and  is  certainly  better  than  no  permission  whatsoever. 
However,  requiring  parental  consent  is  not  an  effective  way  to  reduce 
the  number  of  teens  who  are  using  tanning  beds,  because  parents 
might  not  understand  the  risks  involved  with  indoor  tanning.  Parents 
should  encourage  healthy  behaviors  in  children,  and  allowing 
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parents  to  decide  whether  or  not  their  child  should  participate  in  an 
unhealthy  activity  is  irresponsible.  Parents  are  not  allowed  to  give 
permission  for  their  children  to  buy  cigarettes  or  alcohol,  and  tanning 
is  equally  dangerous  and  addictive.  Outlawing  tanning  for  minors  is 
one  of  the  surest  ways  to  prevent  the  occurrence  of  melanoma  in 
minors,  and  positive  step  towards  helping  teens  feel  confident  and 
comfortable  in  their  own  skin. 

Tanning  is  an  activity  that  seems  almost  harmless.  People 
have  been  tanning  for  generations,  and  one  could  argue  that  there 
are  activities  worse  than  indoor  tanning  that  teens  could  be  choosing 
to  occupy  their  time  with.  While  tanning  may  seem  like  an  innocent 
past  time,  skin  cancer  is  both  extremely  dangerous  and  deadly,  and 
the  consequences  of  indoor  tanning  should  not  be  underestimated. 
As  more  states  are  taking  initiative  towards  banning  indoor  tanning 
for  minors,  more  lives  are  potentially  being  saved  from  skin  cancer. 
Indoor  tanning  is  an  unhealthy  pastime,  and  it  is  best  to  allow  only 
adults  to  decide  if  the  risks  and  consequences  of  indoor  tanning  are 
worth  the  golden  glow. 


Maria  De  Ciechi 
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The  Promise  of  a Monster 


The  sound  of  the  key  turning  in  the  door  brought  chills 
through  my  four  year-old  body.  I knew  it  was  him  because  he  alone 
possessed  the  only  key  to  open  the  double-sided  dead  bolt  that 
guarded  the  only  way  in  or  out  of  the  prison  that  we  called  home. 
Back  from  wherever  it  is  he  goes  during  the  day,  he  stands  in  the 
doorway  sucking  all  of  the  light  and  oxygen  out  of  what  was  recently 
a bright  and  airy  room.  His  face  holds  a mean  sneer  that  seems  to 
indicate  anger,  but  how  can  this  be?  He  only  just  arrived  and  none 
within  had  said  a word.  This  was  not  new,  however;  he  was  always 
angry.  I was  always  an  observant  child;  I saw  things  that  many 
people  would  overlook.  As  he  walked  closer  to  us,  I could  clearly  see 
the  extreme  yellowing  of  his  eyes  and  the  blackness  of  his  gums  as 
he  bared  his  teeth  in  his  twisted  version  of  a smile.  I cowered  deeper 
into  my  mother’s  lap  as  to  not  be  noticed  by  him,  and  maybe  to  avoid 
enticing  him  into  an  act  of  rage. 

An  overwhelming  stench  emanated  from  him--a  familiar  odor 
that  told  of  the  bottle  he  kept  in  his  inside  pocket  of  the  dirty  blue 
coat  he  wore  daily.  Was  it  possible  that  he  consumed  what  little  air 
remained?  Like  watching  a train  wreck,  out  of  fear  and  sense  of  self- 
preservation,  I could  not  tear  my  eyes  away  from  him  as  he  stood 
unbalanced,  questioning  my  mother.  Although  English  was  the  only 
language  spoken  in  our  home  it  seemed  to  my  young  ears  that  he 
was  speaking  another  language,  gibberish.  His  words  were  rushed 
and  garbled,  making  little  to  no  sense  to  me.  He  wore  a hardhat  atop 
his  head.  Underneath  it  hid  his  hair,  a matted  mass  of  black  wool. 

His  expression  changed  suddenly;  he  remembered  some  forgotten 
task.  The  recalled  thought  caused  him  to  smile  again;  if  you  were  not 
paying  close  enough  attention,  the  smile  would  have  been  missed. 
Having  my  attention  to  detail,  this  did  not  go  unnoticed. 
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As  it  was,  we  had  nowhere  to  go  and  no  way  to  get  out  of 
the  apartment  anyway,  so  we  were  dressed  in  our  daily  attire  of 
pajamas.  He  tells  my  mother  to  throw  some  clothes  on  and  get  her 
kids  dressed.  He  has  something  to  show  us,  something  he  needs 
our  help  with.  I stood  there  facing  the  shed  with  my  older  brother  and 
little  sister  while  my  mother  held  my  baby  brother  in  her  arms.  The 
day  was  cloudy  yet  warm  and  we  were  all  dressed  appropriately  for 
the  weather.  My  level  of  worry  was  heightened,  as  it  was  unusual  for 
us  to  be  outside  together.  My  palms  were  sweaty  and  I had  a look 
of  confusion  on  my  face.  I looked  over  my  left  shoulder  and  saw  the 
familiar  tire  swing  hanging  from  the  big  oak  tree  in  the  backyard  and 
was  somewhat  comforted.  Maybe  we  were  going  to  have  a fun  day 
like  the  day  he  hung  the  tire  swing  that,  on  the  rare  occasion  we 
were  allowed  to  use  it,  brought  us  much  joy. 

My  thoughts  were  diverted  from  the  swing  by  the  sound  of  a 
creaking  door  and  my  eyes  are  drawn  upward  to  the  peeling  white 
paint  of  the  lattice  that  surrounded  the  staircase  and  shed  door.  He 
opened  the  doors  to  the  shed  and  started  pulling  out  the  contents 
from  inside.  Wow!  My  inchworm,  I love  that  ride,  vague  memories 
of  scooting  along  on  it  make  me  happy,  I get  excited!  I stroked  the 
face  of  the  ride  and  admired  the  vivid  green  color  of  its  body.  What 
intrigued  me  most  was  the  smile  painted  on  its  face  and  I wondered 
what  exactly  it  had  to  smile  about.  He  then  pulled  out  a shiny  red 
bike,  the  one  that  my  brother  often  whispered  into  the  darkness 
about  but  was  never  given  the  chance  to  enjoy.  It  seemed  to  bring 
him  the  same  amount  of  happiness  that  my  inchworm  brought  me.  I 
imagined  he  was  having  the  similar  thoughts  to  mine,  that  finally  we 
may  be  allowed  to  enjoy  our  toys  today. 

With  the  unit  empty  and  its  contents  spewed  out  in  the  yard 
surrounding  us,  he  gave  us  all  shovels  he  found  among  the  rubbish. 
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It  was  not  until  I was  older  that  I realized  most  people,  especially 
those  that  live  in  an  apartment,  do  not  keep  four  shovels  just  lying 
around.  He  handed  one  to  my  brother,  one  to  me  and  tried  giving 
one  to  my  mother  one  as  well,  but  since  she  had  to  hold  my  baby 
brother  and  my  little  sister’s  hand,  all  she  could  do  was  watch 
us  enjoy  our  “treasure  hunt,”  digging  away  in  blissful  ignorance, 
unaware  of  the  danger  that  was  to  come.  He  was  the  first  to  push  his 
shovel  into  the  hard  discolored  earth  and  discover  the  lost  treasure, 
coins,  that  had  dropped  down  over  time  and  embedded  themselves 
in  the  dirt  floor  of  the  shed  under  the  stairs  of  our  apartment.  He 
held  up  his  hand  full  of  coins  to  us  and  told  us  if  we  kept  digging,  we 
would  find  more  treasure.  He  had  my  brother  and  I convinced  that  if 
we  would  join  him  we  were  sure  to  find  lots  and  lots  of  money!  We 
may  even  find  enough  to  buy  us  all  new  bikes!  Unable  to  contain 
our  excitement  and  hopes  of  having  new  bikes,  my  brother  and  I 
conceded  (as  if  there  was  a choice). 

When  I entered  the  shed,  the  overwhelming  smell  of  the 
musty  earth  tinged  my  nose,  instantly  bringing  back  the  eerie  feeling 
from  earlier.  It  was  the  same  feeling  that  I lost-distracted  by  thoughts 
of  possibly  enjoying  a ride  on  the  tire  swing--a  feeling  that  something 
was  not  right.  I ignored  the  feeling  because  my  brother  was  super 
excited  and  I did  not  want  to  upset  his  chances  of  getting  to  ride  his 
beloved  bike.  We  busied  ourselves  with  finding  coins  that  must  have 
been  under  the  stairs  for  centuries,  given  that  they  were  old  and 
covered  in  a bluish  green  substance  that  to  us  was  indicative  of  time. 

As  we  dug,  we  heard  loud  voices  coming  from  outside.  I 
allowed  myself  to  eavesdrop  on  the  conversation  taking  place 
outside  the  shed,  hearing  words  like  “drugs,”  “dead,”  “bitch,”  and  him 
telling  my  mother  that  the  only  way  she  would  ever  be  able  to  leave 
him  was  if  she  was  dead.  Arguments  like  this  were  not  uncommon, 
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so  we  continued  to  search  for  promised  buried  treasure.  We  found 
pennies  covered  in  limestone  and  chatted  about  riding  our  old  bikes 
in  hopes  of  someday  having  even  newer  ones  to  ride.  We  overheard 
my  mother  pleading  with  him  not  to  do  any  of  this  and  not  to  involve 
us  children.  Then,  it  occurred  to  me  that  maybe  this  treasure  hunt, 
this  day  of  family  fun,  was  not  at  all  what  it  seemed. 

My  worse  fears  manifested  when  after  hours  of  digging,  he 
pushed  my  brother  in  the  hole  we  had  helped  dig  to  see  if  it  was 
deep  enough.  . . Deep  enough  for  what,  I wondered?  My  next 
thought  was,  oh  my  God,  help  us,  this  man  is  going  to  kill  us  and 
bury  us  beneath  the  stairs!  My  mother  either  came  to  the  same 
conclusion  as  I or  at  least  suddenly  realized  the  seriousness  of  what 
he  had  us  doing  and  started  crying  and  begging  him  even  louder  not 
to  do  this.  She  screamed  for  us  to  run. 

My  brother  and  I ran  as  fast  as  we  could,  not  really  knowing 
why,  but  we  felt  the  urgency  in  Mother’s  demand,  so  we  took  off.  My 
brother  took  the  lead  and  we  made  our  way  running  through  bushes 
and  over  fences.  As  I ran,  I lost  the  sandals  I had  put  on  earlier; 
broken  glass  and  rocks  gouged  into  my  bare  feet,  but  I ignored  this 
the  pain.  If  he  caught  us,  we  were  dead!  It  seemed  we  ran  for  hours 
and  after  what  we  considered  to  be  a safe  distance,  we  emerged 
from  one  of  the  bushes  that  we  hid  beneath  to  catch  our  breath.  My 
throat  burned  and  I was  deafened  by  the  loud  pounding  of  my  heart 
in  my  ears.  As  we  emerged,  we  came  upon  a white  house.  I was 
terrified  that  no  one  would  be  home,  or  that  I would  look  over  my 
shoulder  to  find  him  upon  us,  and  that  would  be  it.  We  would  meet 
our  end  on  this  stranger’s  doorstep. 

As  we  stood  there  waiting  for  someone  to  answer,  I replayed 
the  argument  between  him  and  my  mother,  who  suggested  the  drugs 
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he  often  took  were  causing  his  behavior  and  that  he  just  needed  to 
get  sober.  After  what  seemed  like  an  eternity,  but  was  really  a minute 
or  two  at  most,  we  could  hear  someone  unlocking  the  door.  Our 
prayers,  like  the  door,  had  been  answered. 

A woman  dressed  in  a dark  floral  pattern  dress  answered  the 
door  and  asked  us  through  the  screen  what  was  wrong.  She  had  a 
look  of  weary  concern  on  her  face,  as  if  we  had  possibly  disturbed 
her  from  an  afternoon  nap.  I do  not  remember  what  we  told  her,  but 
seeing  the  frantic  look  on  our  faces,  she  let  us  into  her  home.  My 
first  thought  was  that  we  stumbled  upon  a magical  place.  Everything 
was  bright  and  shiny,  clean  with  a wonderful  pine  scent  filling  the  air, 
tantalizing  my  senses,  and  making  me  forget  what  had  brought  us 
there.  She  offered  to  let  us  use  her  phone  to  call  home  or  to  call  for 
someone  to  help  us.  This  increased  my  heart  rate  and  made  it  even 
more  difficult  to  breath.  I had  never  used  a phone  a day  in  my  life, 
and  if  I could  have  used  the  phone,  why  would  I want  to  call  the  one 
place  I wanted  to  get  away  from? 

We  never  got  a chance  to  tell  our  story,  to  warn  her  of  what 
had  happened  and  what  was  to  come.  Not  long  after  we  were  inside 
there  was  a knock  at  the  door;  as  I feared,  he  had  indeed  come  for 
us  with  my  mother  in  tow.  The  feeling  of  betrayal  was  like  a kick  to 
my  already  quivering  stomach!  This  could  not  be  happening,  why 
was  this  happening?  Was  it  too  farfetched  to  wish  I had  been  born  to 
a family  that  had  toys  in  the  bedroom  and  blankets  on  the  bed  that 
smelled  of  fresh  air  and  sunshine? 

He  told  the  woman  that  we  had  been  playing  hide-and-seek 
and  had  gotten  lost,  which  she  readily  believed  because  we  were 
hiding  underneath  one  of  her  beds  when  he  came  looking  for  us. 

He  carried  me  out  of  the  house  like  nothing  was  wrong,  but  I knew 
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things  had  just  gotten  a lot  worse  for  all  of  us!  When  we  made  it 
home,  my  mother  went  into  the  kitchen  to  cook  dinner  for  him, 
and  we  were  put  to  bed  hungry.  I was  heartbroken  and  scared.  My 
mother  would  not  look  in  my  direction.  She  just  stood  there  at  the 
stove,  cooking. 

I wanted  to  yell,  scream,  grab  her,  and  run!  Why  hadn’t  she 
run  too?  Why  had  she  come  with  him  to  get  us?  But  I did  not.  How 
could  I manage  courage  to  ask  the  words  that  were  stuck  in  my 
throat,  and  right  on  the  tip  of  my  tongue.  How  do  you  ask  why? 

Was  I prepared  for  whatever  answer/excuse  she  would  give?  No, 
no  I was  not,  so  I lay  there  trapped  in  my  own  thoughts  with  the 
questions  going  around  my  head.  The  shadows  on  the  walls  cast 
eerie  images  and  took  on  forms  of  monsters  waiting  to  come  for  me. 
Although  the  monster  I was  most  afraid  of  was  him.  He  would  come. 
Of  this,  I was  sure. 

As  I lay  there  with  my  thumb  in  my  mouth  and  my  hair 
pulled  over  my  face,  I waited.  Listening  to  the  soft  breathing  of  my 
sister  and  brother  who  laid  beside  me  on  the  sofa  bed  in  the  living 
room  area,  I would  wait  and  pray  that  he  would  be  too  tired  or  too 
angry  to  come  for  me.  If  he  caught  me  sucking  my  thumb,  a habit 
I had  developed  and  one  he  had  despised,  he  would  beat  me;  this 
was  inevitable.  However,  given  my  options  and  what  I knew  was 
going  to  happen,  I decided  I’d  much  rather  risk  the  beating  than 
the  punishment  I knew  he  was  going  to  inflict  on  each  of  us  for  our 
attempted  escape.  I preferred  being  punched,  whipped,  and  kicked, 
to  a night  of  lying  in  bed  with  my  legs  bent  at  the  knees,  the  soles  of 
my  feet  together  while  he  punished  me  for  being  “a  bad  girl.”  So  yes, 
if  given  the  choice,  I would  choose  the  lesser  of  both  evils. 

Timing,  I knew,  was  everything.  If  he  came  now,  he  would 
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catch  me  sucking  my  thumb,  thus  making  me  ugly  and  undesirable 
to  him.  I would  not  be  the  chosen  one,  forced  to  lay  with  him  in  his 
bed.  Instead,  he  would  beat  me  for  the  thumb  sucking,  a vile  act  in 
his  eyes.  If  he  waited  any  longer  to  appear,  it  likely  meant  that  as  my 
sister  slept,  she  would  pee  in  the  bed,  making  her  the  one  he  hated 
that  night.  He  so  hated  when  my  sister  would  pee  the  bed  that  he 
would  rub  her  nose  in  it  as  if  she  were  a bad  puppy,  and  make  her 
sleep  face  down  in  the  mess,  making  her  the  less  desirable  one. 
With  each  passing  minute,  my  chances  of  not  being  the  chosen 
one  were  slimming.  As  I lay  there,  with  the  sound  of  my  own  breath 
and  pounding  of  my  heart  roaring  in  my  ears,  I began  succumbing 
to  sleep  at  last,  with  the  sounds  of  a familiar  tune  he  played  from 
the  same  vinyl  45  that  he  puts  on  every  day  when  he  arrives  home, 
“Daddy’s  Home”  by  Shep  and  the  Limelites. 

Daddy’s  home  to  stay 

I’m  not  a thousand  miles  away 

Daddy’s  home  to  stay 

I’m  gonna  be  here  come  what  may 

Daddy’s  home  to  stay... 

What  a wicked  promise  this  would  turn  out  to  be.  Surprisingly, 
he  did  not  come  for  us  that  night.  No,  but  my  time  was  coming.  I 
knew  he  had  something  in  store  for  us  for  defying  him.  You  see, 
nothing  and  no  one  escaped  my  father.  Punishment  was  his  vice; 
torturing  us  would  be  slow  and  fun  for  him,  and  a promise  of  a 
monster  I would  never  be  able  to  forget. 


Angela  Blackmon 
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End  to  Beginning 

I came  home  on  a Friday  evening  in  mid-October  to  find  my 
roommate,  Michael,  on  the  roof  of  our  house  in  just  his  boxers  for 
the  third  time  that  week.  He  had  a six-pack  of  Bud  Light  and  didn’t 
look  like  he’d  be  up  for  sharing.  I climbed  up  to  the  roof  and  sat  next 
to  Michael  without  saying  a word.  He  was  the  first  to  break  the  long 
silence. 


“This  isn’t  about  her,  Christian,”  he  said  after  a few  moments, 
a surprising  authority  in  his  voice. 

“I  already  know  it  is,  man.  This  isn’t  the  first  time  she’s  gotten 
in  your  head,”  I replied  as  if  I was  reading  from  a script. 

Michael  had  been  dating  someone  named  Rachel.  She  was  a 
businesswoman  who  took  everything  too  seriously  and  was  always 
wearing  a pantsuit.  Michael  had  never  dated  anyone  like  her.  In  fact, 

I never  thought  they  were  a very  good  match.  There  were  many 
nights  when  Michael  would  come  home  after  having  fought  with 
Rachel.  He  would  shut  himself  in  his  room  and  argue  with  Rachel 
over  the  phone  some  more.  It  was  clear  to  everyone  besides  Rachel 
and  Michael  that  they  should  not  have  been  together.  Hopefully,  I 
could  somehow  convince  Michael  of  this.  I didn’t  know  exactly  what 
had  happened,  and  I didn’t  feel  like  prying.  Michael  stayed  quiet  for  a 
few  moments  after  that.  “You  just  need  to  forget  her.” 

“I  can’t,  Christian,”  Michael  proclaimed,  exasperated.  “I  love 

her.” 


I hadn’t  even  realized  Michael  cared  about  Rachel  this  much. 
There  were  countless  nights  when  Michael  would  come  home  and 
tell  me  he  was  done  with  Rachel,  only  to  apologize  to  her  the  next 
morning.  The  argument  was  hardly  ever  his  fault,  but  Rachel  would 
be  able  to  make  the  tables  turn  and  think  it  was.  It  had  always 
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seemed  as  if  their  relationship  wasn’t  going  to  work  out,  but  Rachel 
had  convinced  Michael  otherwise. 

“I  love  her,  and  I can’t  stop  loving  her,”  Michael  told  me  as  he 
cracked  open  another  Bud  Light. 

“She  obviously  doesn’t  feel  the  same  about  you.  If  she  did,  she 
wouldn’t  make  you  feel  like  this  so  often.”  I knew  this  seemed  harsh, 
but  he  wouldn’t  take  my  advice  if  I didn’t  get  stern  with  him.  “Come  on. 
We’re  going  out  and  getting  drunk  tonight.” 

Michael  looked  at  me  with  a raised  eyebrow.  “But  you  have  to 
work  tomorrow,”  he  said,  a little  concern  in  his  voice. 

“I  have  the  day  off,  actually,”  I replied.  This  wasn’t  true,  but  I had 
saved  up  enough  sick  days. 

“But  I have  to  work  tomorrow,”  he  slurred.  At  this  point,  he  had 
finished  off  four  of  the  six  beers  and  had  a gloss  over  his  eyes. 

“You  work  in  a mailroom,”  I said.  “I  don’t  think  you’d  be  terribly 
missed.”  I realized  this  sounded  mean  before  I said  it,  but  with  his 
hindered  ability  to  process  information,  I didn’t  think  Michael  would 
mind. 


“Okay,  fine,”  he  said,  finally  giving  in.  “Help  me  off  this  roof  and 
into  some  pants.” 


It  was  8:30  when  we  got  to  our  regular  bar.  Michael  had  decided 
to  finish  off  his  six  pack  before  we  left  the  house,  so  he  had  a pretty 
solid  buzz  going  for  him.  I was  carded  at  the  door,  but  Michael  got  to 
walk  straight  in.  He  headed  straight  to  the  bartender  when  he  walked 
in  and  ordered  two  pints  of  Irish  stout.  I was  a few  strides  away 
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from  the  bar  when  he  finished  his  first  pint.  Even  the  burly  bartender 
seemed  impressed  by  his  drinking  ability. 


“This  was  a great  idea,  Christian,”  Michael  said,  a little  too 
loudly.  “I  love  being  drunk.  And  everyone  loves  me  when  I’m  drunk. 
They  tell  me  they  do,  at  least.”  He  took  his  gaze  away  from  me  and 
looked  at  the  bartender.  “You  love  me,  don’t  you?”  he  asked,  a little 
worry  in  his  voice. 

“You  need  to  find  a girl,”  the  bartender  said  under  his  breath. 

“I  love  you,  too,”  Michael  replied,  reaching  for  the  bartender. 

The  bartender  took  a giant  step  to  the  left  to  avoid  any  unnecessary 
contact.  Michael  turned  back  to  me.  “This  was  a great  idea,  Christian.” 

“Yeah,  you  mentioned  that,”  I said,  questioning  whether  it  was 
actually  a good  idea.  “I’m  gonna  go  to  the  bathroom.  Will  you  be  alright 
by  yourself,  Michael?” 

“I’m  not  a child,  Christian,”  he  said,  sounding  a bit  upset.  “I’m 
just  drunk.”  I walked  through  the  empty  bar  as  Michael  yelled  out  to 
me.  “I  hope  everything  comes  out  okay!”  Maybe  he  wasn’t  a child,  but 
Michael  was  a piece  of  work  when  he  was  drunk. 


I came  out  of  the  bathroom  to  see  Michael  was  no  longer 
sitting  at  the  bar.  Instead,  he  was  sitting  on  a couch,  chatting  with  two 
girls  sitting  on  a similar  couch  across  from  him.  As  I walked  toward 
them,  I prepared  an  apology  speech  in  my  head.  But  the  closer  I 
got  to  Michael,  the  more  I realized  the  girls  seemed  to  be  enjoying 
his  company.  He  said  something  and  the  girls  giggled.  Unlike  the 
bartender,  these  girls  loved  Michael  when  he  was  drunk. 

“How  was  your  trip?”  Michael  asked  excitedly  as  I reached  the 
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couches.  Both  girls  turned  to  me  and  smiled. 

“It  was  grand,”  I replied  sarcastically.  “Who  are  your  new 
friends?” 

“This  is  Crystal,”  he  said,  gesturing  to  the  girl  directly  in  front  of 
him.  “And  this  is  Kelly.” 

“Nice  to  meet  you  both,”  I said.  “I  hope  Michael  here  hasn’t 
been  bothering  you  at  all.” 

“No,  he’s  been  a perfect  gentleman,”  Crystal  assured  me.  She 
looked  at  Michael  with  a smile.  Michael  returned  an  overly  excited 
smile.  They  seemed  to  be  hitting  it  off,  which  was  perfectly  fine  with 
me.  As  long  as  he  didn’t  pout  about  Rachel,  Michael’s  evening  would 
be  a success. 

I took  my  gaze  away  from  Michael  and  looked  to  Kelly.  She 
caught  my  eye  immediately.  She  had  her  frizzy  ginger  hair  down, 
barely  touching  her  shoulders.  She  had  tattoos  covering  the  area  from 
her  elbow  to  her  collarbone  on  her  left  arm.  She  wore  jeans,  a grey 
tank  top,  and  a red  and  black  plaid  flannel  shirt  around  her  waist.  She 
wore  very  little  makeup,  but  she  didn’t  need  to  wear  any  at  all.  Her 
eyes  were  a hypnotic  shade  of  green.  I couldn’t  help  but  to  stare. 

I sat  on  the  couch  next  to  Michael,  across  from  Kelly.  “Hi,”  I 
said,  unblinking. 

“Hello,”  Kelly  replied  with  a small  smirk,  not  looking  at  me 
directly.  I didn’t  know  exactly  what  to  think  about  her  reaction.  Maybe 
she  was  just  shy.  Or  maybe  she  had  already  decided  she  hated  me.  I 
decided  to  believe  the  more  positive  option  and  hoped  she  was  shy. 

It  was  at  that  point  I realized  I had  not  yet  ordered  myself  a 
drink.  I looked  at  Kelly’s  glass  and  saw  it  was  almost  empty.  There 
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was  a chance  to  get  her  to  warm  up  to  me,  so  I took  it.  “Do  you  want 
to  come  to  the  bar  with  me  and  get  a refill?”  I asked  Kelly,  nervously 
tapping  the  heel  of  my  foot. 

Kelly  looked  at  me  with  her  piercing  green  eyes  and  smiled. 
“Sure,”  she  said  quickly  and  quietly.  We  stood  up  and  walked  to  the 
bar  side  by  side,  leaving  Michael  and  Crystal  behind. 

“You  think  Crystal  will  want  anything?”  I asked  Kelly. 

“No,  I think  she’s  alright,”  she  said  in  a small  voice.  “What  about 
Michael?” 

“I  think  Michael  has  drunk  enough  for  all  four  of  us,”  I told  her. 
She  nodded  in  agreement  and  laughed  as  she  did  so.  She  appeared 
to  not  hate  me  after  all. 

Kelly  ordered  a gin  and  tonic  and  I ordered  a milk  stout.  As  we 
waited,  I tried  out  some  small  talk.  “So  how  do  you  know  Crystal?” 

“We’ve  been  best  friends  since  middle  school,”  she  replied,  an 
unexcited  tone  in  her  voice.  “We  live  together  in  an  apartment  down 
the  street.  How  do  you  know  Michael?” 

“We  went  to  the  University  together,”  I told  her.  “We  met  there 
and  moved  into  a small  house  after  we  graduated.”  I paused  for  a 
moment,  but  not  so  long  that  it  made  things  awkward.  I decided  to 
talk  up  Michael.  “He’s  a really  great  guy.  He’s  just  been  dumped,  so 
I’m  trying  to  help  him  let  off  some  steam.”  This  was  when  Kelly  really 
seemed  to  gain  interest. 

“Crystal  just  got  dumped,  too,”  she  said,  wide-eyed.  I could 
practically  see  the  gears  turning  in  her  head. 

“They  were  getting  along  pretty  well  back  there.  Do  you 
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think...?”  I started,  but  trailed  off  as  I looked  back  to  where  Kelly  and  I 
had  been  sitting  only  moments  before.  Crystal  had  moved  to  sit  next 
to  Michael  and  was  playing  with  his  hair.  Michael  was  staring  into 
Crystal’s  eyes,  then  leaned  in  to  whisper  something  in  her  ear.  She 
giggled,  then  kissed  him  on  the  cheek.  I looked  back  to  Kelly  with 
surprise.  “I  guess  we  don’t  even  have  to  suggest  anything  to  the  two  of 
them.” 


“I  guess  not,”  she  said,  instantly  more  excited.  “Crystal  has 
been  such  a drag  the  past  few  days.  It’s  going  to  be  nice  to  not  hear 
her  complain  and  whine  about  being  alone  forever.” 

“You  have  no  idea  how  much  I agree  with  you,”  I said.  The 
bartender  brought  our  drinks  and  I paid  him  for  both  without  thinking 
about  it.  We  started  to  head  back  to  the  couches,  but  we  stayed  at  the 
bar  since  Michael  and  Crystal  decided  to  tongue  wrestle  in  the  middle 
of  the  room.  “Michael  was  with  an  awful  woman  who  didn’t  even 
act  like  she  cared  about  him.  He  was  hardly  ever  happy  during  the 
relationship,  let  alone  after  she  broke  up  with  him.” 

It  was  at  this  point  I realized  Kelly  and  I had  only  spoken  about 
Michael  and  Crystal  and  their  respective  breakups.  It  was  also  at 
this  point  I realized  I didn’t  have  much  else  to  talk  about.  Kelly  and  I 
sat  in  an  awkward  silence  for  a few  moments.  Because  of  our  close 
proximity,  I could  smell  Kelly’s  perfume.  She  glanced  away  from  me, 
so  I looked  over  at  her.  I suppose  I stared  at  her  a little  longer  than  I 
should  have,  because  as  she  turned  back,  she  saw  me  focusing  on 
her.  I tried  to  look  away,  but  it  was  too  late. 

“What?”  Kelly  asked.  Her  pale  skin  flushed  as  she  pulled  her 
hair  behind  her  ear,  revealing  an  incredible  amount  of  piercings. 

“What?”  I responded  instantly,  shrugging  off  the  fact  she  caught 
me  gawking  at  her.  I hadn’t  thought  of  much  else  to  say  in  the  short 
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moments  after  she  caught  me,  so  I had  to  think  quickly  to  come  up 
with  an  excuse. 

“You  were  staring  at  me,”  Kelly  said.  It  was  more  of  an 
observation  than  an  accusation.  In  all  honesty,  she  didn’t  seem  to  hate 
it. 


“Oh,  right,”  I responded,  trying  to  sound  as  if  it  wasn’t  a big  deal. 
“I  was  just  thinking  about  something.” 

She  looked  at  me  with  her  eyebrows  raised.  “What  exactly 
were  you  thinking  about?  It  seemed  to  make  you  go  brain  dead  for  a 
moment.”  She  nonchalantly  took  a sip  from  her  gin  and  tonic. 

I had  finally  figured  out  what  I could  say  to  Kelly  that  may  just 
help  me  smooth  things  over  with  her.  “Oh,  I was  just  thinking  about 
what  might  have  happened  if  you  and  I came  to  the  bar  after  rough 
breakups.”  I looked  at  her,  waiting  for  her  response.  She  smiled  and 
rested  her  chin  on  her  hands. 

“Probably  what  is  happening  right  now,”  she  replied,  her  smile 
getting  surprisingly  bigger. 

“And  what,  exactly,  is  happening  now?”  I asked  her,  genuinely 
intrigued. 

“The  beginning  of  a beautiful  friendship,”  she  said,  looking  me 
directly  in  the  eye.  She  was  the  happiest  I had  seen  her  the  entire 
night.  Friendship  may  not  have  been  exactly  what  I had  in  mind,  but  I 
decided  to  take  what  I could  get  for  now. 


Logan  Arcano 
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An  Emerald  Encounter 


I turned  around  to  pick  up  my  keys  from  the  snowy  pavement 
and  there  she  was,  staring  at  me  from  only  a few  feet  away.  I didn’t 
know  her,  this  young  red-headed  girl.  “Can  I help  you?”  I asked,  and 
her  response  was  a hard  silence.  I noticed  the  red  color  of  her  hair; 
it  was  bright  and  bold.  The  small  amount  of  frizzle  caught  a glow 
from  the  setting  sun,  leaving  a hue  around  her  head  that  I could 
only  describe  as  imitating  an  evil  angel.  It  burned  with  a color  of  fire 
I had  never  seen  before.  If  passion  and  death  could  be  reflected 
in  the  color  spectrum,  I imagine  this  is  the  coior  you  would  get.  It 
illuminated  the  youth  of  her  face,  hiding  her  troubles  and  fears.  These 
things  which  would  have  been  clearly  visible  on  a normal  face  almost 
seemed  to  fail  to  appear  on  hers,  leaving  it  flawless.  The  softness  in 
her  expression  disguised  the  cold  empty  look  in  her  eyes;  it  was  as  if 
she  had  no  soul. 

Those  eyes,  those  piercing  pale  blue  eyes  were  cutting  into 
my  mind  like  a serrated  edged  knife.  It  was  not  a smooth  cut,  but  one 
that  left  lasting  marks  and  torn  pieces  lying  about.  I can’t  explain, 
but  it  truly  felt  as  though  she  was  in  my  head.  She  was  rummaging 
around  the  closet  of  my  mind  looking  for  something  that  I had  buried 
deep  inside  of  me.  I felt  invaded,  controlled,  and  frozen.  I knew  I 
wanted  to  move,  but  I could  not.  I wanted  to  speak,  but  could  not. 

All  I could  think  was,  what  is  happening?  Those  eyes  held  me  in  her 
trance.  I could  not  look  in  any  other  direction,  just  only  into  those 
eyes,  where  the  pale  blue  ice  seemed  to  shift,  ready  to  make  its 
move. 


Her  full  deep  maroon  lips  never  moved.  They  held  a straight 
line  except  once,  it  looked  like  there  was  a moment  of  a wince.  The 
corners  of  her  mouth  just  minutely  flinched  up  for  a split  second  like 
she  was  warding  off  some  form  of  pain.  I did  not  understand  how  she 
would  feel  pain  when  she  was  the  one  clearly  in  control  right  now.  I 
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was  still  frozen  in  place,  captured  by  her  gaze.  She  took  a step  closer, 
extended  her  hand  and  placed  it  on  my  chest.  As  she  moved,  her  long 
wool  black  button-up  coat  caught  the  wind  and  revealed  bare  thighs. 

I noticed  that  she  was  wearing  nothing  except  a short  blue  dress,  that 
wool  coat,  and  her  snow-decorated  black  boots.  She  must  be  freezing, 
I thought.  Her  grip  over  my  heart  pressed  deeper  into  my  chest.  It  was 
gentle  and  firm,  but  her  eyes  still  locked  me  in  and  refused  a release. 

She  stood  not  tall,  but  rather  with  a slight  hunch,  as  if  she  was 
timid  to  the  world  around  her.  It  was  like  she  was  afraid  of  something 
that  I could  not  grasp.  Her  shoulders  were  slightly  lifted  and  her  head 
tilted  down.  There  was  something  she  was  hiding  from,  something  she 
didn’t  want  to  face.  She  was  of  average  height,  a normal  female  post- 
pubescence build,  and  she  didn’t  look  much  younger  than  I.  The  long 
red  strands  danced  in  the  wind  and  would  momentarily  flow  across 
her  face,  but  never  distracting  her  stare.  It  was  unmoving,  just  like 
me.  Though  her  demeanor  was  calm,  I saw  flashed  bits  of  tormented 
emotion  from  the  creases  near  her  eyes.  She  would  squint  a little  here 
and  squint  a little  there,  like  she  was  having  an  inner  monologue  of 
persuasion.  Still  frozen  in  place,  a wave  of  hopeless  emotion  washed 
over  me  and  I felt  empty,  depleted,  unoccupied.  My  warmth  had 
escaped  and  left  nothing  but  a bottomless  pit  of  hollowness.  It  felt  like  I 
was  nothing,  possibly  non-existent.  Her  gaze  was  suddenly  water-filled 
and  two  tears  fell  while  she  continued  to  hold  her  stare  into  my  eyes. 

I noticed  the  icy  blue  color  in  her  eyes  began  to  swirl  like  a whirlpool 
and  a bursting  green  began  to  dominate,  until  all  that  was  left  beneath 
her  long  eyelashes  were  two  mesmerizing  emerald  green  stones.  The 
distraught  look  on  her  face  was  completely  different  from  the  calm 
and  collected  mask  she  wore  only  seconds  ago.  I was  dazed  and  lost. 
What  the  hell  happened?  I thought.  She  smiled  a small  smile  that  was 
dripping  with  pain  and  simply  said,  “Thank  you  for  your  gift,  I’m  sorry” 
and  she  turned  and  walked  away.  I felt  numb  to  my  emotions,  like  I no 
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longer  had  any. 


I walked  away  feeling  like  a human  again.  I had  a restored 
sense  of  life,  of  purpose.  Poor  guy,  he  never  saw  it  coming;  they 
never  do.  My  red  hair  blew  wildly  in  the  wind  as  I made  my  way  down 
the  street  to  the  subway  entrance.  I hurried  to  my  metal  escape, 
because  I could  not  bear  to  look  at  the  man  whose  soul  I had  just 
stolen.  It’s  hard  every  time,  but  it’s  something  I must  do.  I have  no 
choice  in  the  matter.  I discovered  this  at  a young  age,  that  in  order 
to  survive  I had  to  take  what  wasn’t  mine.  Otherwise,  I would  be 
consumed  by  the  darkness.  I would  become  a pawn  in  an  evil  game 
in  which  I had  no  interest  in  playing.  It  was  a catch  twenty-two,  be  evil 
to  prevent  becoming  evil.  F***ing  ridiculous.  The  anger  that  this  gives 
me  is  like  a tiger’s  claws  shredding  my  flesh  and  mutilating  my  guts. 

It  hurts  me  more  than  them,  because  they  are  simply  unaware  of 
their  predicament.  My  victims  become  empty  shells,  walking  around 
performing  their  daily  task,  never  knowing  what  they  lost  or  that  it 
was  my  crime  that  took  it  from  them. 

I entered  the  subway  headed  north  to  my  apartment  in 
Midtown.  I took  a seat  next  to  an  elderly  dark-skinned  woman  whose 
wrinkles  defined  her  tired  life.  I could  see  the  wear  those  hard  times 
had  caused  her  over  the  years.  She  held  a brown  leather  purse 
which  sat  on  her  lap.  Her  thick  gray  coat  looked  a tad  too  big,  but 
comfy  and  worth  the  room  because  it  shielded  her  frail  body  from 
the  bitter  cold.  Her  black  hair  was  pulled  neatly  into  a bun  at  the 
back  of  her  head  and  a colorful  scarf  was  wrapped  around  her  neck. 
She  looked  my  way  and  gave  me  a smile.  I returned  her  smile  and 
gave  her  a greeting  nod.  All  of  a sudden  her  face  fell;  her  demeanor 
changed  to  worry  and  hate.  She  quickly  looked  away.  I shifted  to  the 
left  as  far  as  I could  on  the  crowded  subway  bench  to  distance  myself 
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from  her;  we  were  obviously  making  each  other  uncomfortable  now. 

“I  know  w’at  ya  are”  she  whispered  with  a slight  southern 
drawl.  I held  my  stare  directly  forward.  I didn’t  want  to  look  her  way, 
no  thank  you,  not  for  a million  dollars.  “Child,  you’se  a curse  to  man,” 
she  continued.  “You  go’in  round  collect’n  souls  of  the  inn’cent,  just  to 
please  yo’self,  you  sho’d  be  ashamed.”  There  was  almost  a tinge  of 
pity  to  her  statements,  like  I was  some  ungodly  woman  who  chose 
this  life. 

I turned  my  head.  “I  am,”  I declared.  The  gall  of  this  old  bat 
astounded  me.  How  dare  she  judge  my  life,  like  she  really  knows 
what  I have  to  endure  to  get  by?  “I  don’t  do  it  by  choice,”  I said. 

How  can  she  know  about  me?  We  stay  under  the  radar  for  this  very 
reason.  Unless  she  speaks  with  the  Spirits,  how  could  she  know? 
The  Spirits  have  been  after  us  for  centuries  now,  The  Forgotten 
Ones.  We  call  ourselves  the  Forgotten  Ones,  because  somewhere 
along  the  way  we  weren’t  created  right.  It’s  not  all  gingers,  but  only  a 
few  lines  of  lineage  that  date  back  to  who  knows  when. 

The  story  goes,  that  a very  long  time  ago  (of  course  no  one 
knows  exactly  when;  that  would  be  too  convenient,  to  know  who 
we  should  direct  our  anger  toward),  there  was  a small  village  in 
Scotland  that  tortured  a woman  until  she  declared  that  she  practiced 
in  the  Occult.  They  tortured  her  slowly  and  violently,  like  when  they 
sliced  into  all  of  her  limbs  as  to  let  the  “poisoned  blood”  drain  from 
her  body,  except  they  left  her  alone  unbandaged  for  13  days.  She 
almost  bled  to  death.  They  kept  her  stowed  away  for  months,  until 
the  five  member  counsel  that  had  locked  her  up  decided  to  drown 
her  in  the  river.  They  believed  it  would  cleanse  her  soul  before  she 
entered  the  afterlife.  However,  it  did  no  such  thing.  It  only  pissed  her 
off.  Surprise,  surprise.  They  claimed  that  as  they  were  about  to  thrust 
her  head  under  the  water  to  her  death  that  she  screamed  a curse,  “I 
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claim  the  souls  of  your  seeds!”  Then  they  proceeded  to  drown  her. 
Out  of  fear,  out  of  hate,  we  will  never  know.  What  I do  know  is  this: 
two  weeks  after  I turned  13,  I woke  up  one  day  empty,  like  there  was 
nothing  inside  that  made  me  me.  It  was  like  all  emotion  had  drained 
from  my  body.  I had  no  compassion  and  no  empathy;  I was  like  a 
stereotypical  sociopath.  That  day  my  mother  burned  her  hand  on 
the  stove  and  pleaded  for  my  help  and  I simply  didn’t  care.  That  was 
when  she  realized  it  was  time  to  let  me  in  on  a little  family  history. 
Happy  Birthday  to  me. 


“I  do  it  because  I have  to,”  I told  the  old  woman. 

“I  know,  child,  I know,  but  that  don’t  make  it  righ’t,”  she  stated 
as  she  shook  her  head. 

“How  do  you  know  about  me?”  I eagerly  asked  in  a whisper. 

“I  know  a lot  of  things,  child,  for  a lot  of  reasons.” 

I shifted  forward,  crouched  in  her  direction  and  tilted  my  head 
to  the  side  so  our  conversation  would  remain  private.  In  a hushed 
voice  I exclaimed,  “Well,  before  you  start  telling  me  what’s  right  and 
wrong,  you  should  consider  my  other  option.  If  you  know  so  much, 
then  you  know  what  I will  become  if  I don’t  Take.”  I firmly  state  with 
an  annoyed  tone,  “If  you  have  a better  idea,  I’m  all  ears,  but  until 
then  I will  do  what  I have  to.”  I sat  back  hard  against  the  plastic 
seat.  I was  over  this  conversation,  even  though  I should  have  been 
concerned  with  her  dangerous  level  of  knowledge. 

My  list  of  problems  just  kept  growing.  Not  only  had  I been 
sideswiped  and  exposed  by  an  old  lady,  but  also  now  the  Sprits 
may  be  involved.  They  are  witches,  who  not  only  have  a personal 
vendetta  for  what  our  ancestors  did  to  one  of  their  own,  but  they  also 
believed  us  to  be  unnatural  evil  creatures  because  we  lost  our  souls, 
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when  in  all  actuality,  one  of  them  stole  it  from  us.  They  created  us. 
Ignorant  witches,  I swear.  Without  guidance  and  knowledge  of  how 
to  Take  others’  souls,  we  will  become  evil,  wicked,  and  damned  (if 
we  aren’t  already.  Depends  on  who  you  ask).  We  have  nothing  that 
makes  us  human-like  if  we  don’t  Take.  There  is  something  is  us  that 
changes  into  a creature  that  can  only  be  described  as  a demon.  So 
if  we  don’t  Take,  then  all  hope  is  lost.  I can’t  blame  them  for  killing 
those  of  us  who  commit  horrendous  crimes,  but  those  of  us  like 
me,  that  are  just  trying  to  get  by,  we  definitely  don’t  deserve  to  die. 
Why  should  we  be  punished  for  actions  that  were  out  of  our  control? 
The  humans  we  Take  from  don’t  go  crazy,  it  doesn’t  drive  them  to 
violence,  like  it  would  us  if  we  failed  to  obtain  a soul.  They  simply 
lose  passion.  Their  enjoyment  of  their  lives  is  stripped  away;  this  is 
why  taking  is  such  a hard  heavy  thing  to  do. 

There  aren’t  very  many  Enlightened  Forgotten  ones  left.  The 
Enlightened  Forgotten  are  those  of  us  who  choose  to  Take  and 
therefore  refrain  from  falling  into  the  catalyst  of  pain  and  evil.  We 
choose  to  survive  and  hold  on  to  the  qualities  that  make  us  human. 
Without  it,  we  would  transform  into  something  we  wouldn’t  recognize, 
something  so  far  from  who  we  really  are.  I hear  my  cell  phone  ring.  I 
looked  down  at  the  screen  and  see  that  Cory,  a fellow  Forgotten,  was 
calling.  I picked  up,  already  knowing  the  nature  of  his  call. 

“Hey  Cory.” 

“Hey,  have  you  finished  your  Take?”  he  asked. 

“Yeah,  I did.  You?” 

“No,  I can’t  find  anyone.  I can’t  do  it,”  he  mumbled 
disappointedly. 

“Cory,  you  don’t  have  much  time,  just  do  it  already,”  I urged. 
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“There  is  nothing  you  can  do  to  change  it  or  make  it  easier,  so  just 
get  on  with  it.”  I had  my  own  moral  dilemma  to  deal  with  right  now 
and  this  crazy  old  woman  was  eavesdropping  on  my  conversation. 

I shot  her  a glare  so  she  knew  I wasn’t  happy  with  her  current 
infiltration  on  my  life.  “Just  walk  down  the  street,  find  someone  alone 
and  do  it.  The  moon  will  be  full  soon.” 


“I  don’t  know  if  I can  do  it  this  year,”  he  said  and  then  paused. 
“I  think  I’m  going  to  pass.” 

“You  know  what  will  happen  if  you  do!  Don’t  be  f***ing  stupid 
and  just  do  it!  Do  I need  to  find  someone  and  bring  them  to  you? 
Where  are  you?  I’m  not  joking,”  I said  sternly.  My  voice  was  so  thick 
with  tension,  stress,  and  fear  it  could  have  filled  the  whole  train. 

“I’m  in  Midtown,  where  are  you?” 

“I’m  headed  that  way  now  on  the  subway.  I should  be  there 
soon.  Please  wait  for  me.  We  will  figure  this  out.  I’m  not  going  to  let 
you  ruin  your  life  because  you  can’t  find  your  balls,”  I spat.  “We  will 
get  it  done.  Wait  for  me.  Promise?” 

“Fine,  I will  be  at  Cafe  Luna.” 

“Okay,  see  ya  soon,”  I said  and  then  hung  up  the  phone.  I 
swear  this  boy  is  going  to  be  the  death  of  me.  He  is  only  fifteen  and 
hasn’t  had  as  much  experience  as  I have.  He  is  still  getting  used 
to  the  idea  that  he  will  have  to  do  this  every  year  for  the  rest  of 
his  existence.  He  will  understand  one  day.  It’s  my  job  to  make  him 
understand.  He  doesn’t  have  anyone  but  me;  his  mother  stopped 
Taking  and  succumbed  to  the  dark  side  after  his  father  was  murdered 
by  the  Spirits.  She  figured  if  they  were  going  to  die  anyway,  what’s 
the  point  of  being  good?  Well  I like  being  kind  and  caring  to  others, 
even  if  it  means  I have  to  steal  a few  souls  along  the  way.  To  me 
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it’s  better  to  take  someone’s  happiness,  than  to  potentially  take  their 
actual  life. 

I looked  back  at  the  old  woman  who  wore  a grim  face  now.  Her 
eyes  were  closed  and  she  looked  like  she  was  in  a trance  or  taking 
a nap.  Either  way,  I was  relieved  to  be  done  talking  to  her.  My  stop 
came  and  I gladly  got  up  from  my  seat  and  made  my  way  through  the 
subway  doors.  Just  I as  I stepped  out  I heard,  “Diana!  Child!”  I turned 
back  and  the  old  woman  was  standing  in  the  doorway  holding  her 
brown  leather  purse. 

“Don’t  fear,  you’se  ‘ill  find  another  way  ta  survive,  but  be  careful 
child,  they’re  coming  for  ya.  . . and  him.” 

“Thanks,”  I mumbled  and  the  doors  closed  leaving  those  words 
ringing  in  my  head.  My  stomach  fell.  F***ing  physics,  of  course  she 
knew  my  name. 


Molly  McNamara 
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An  Autobiography  for  the  Fictional  Man 

I discovered  that  being  honest  was  the  hardest  part.  And 
not  just  lying.  There  are  so  many  ways  a person  can  be  dishonest 
without  even  saying  a single  word.  That’s  what  I had  been  doing.  To 
myself,  to  my  friends,  and  to  my  family.  So  I dedicated  to  turning  my 
life  around,  and  to  live  without  the  mask  that  I had  forged  for  myself 
all  those  years  ago.  Now  I was  realizing  that  it  wasn’t  so  easy. 

See,  people  don’t  really  want  you  to  be  the  real  you.  Now,  I 
know  how  angsty  that  sounds.  But  please,  hear  me  out. 

People  crave  comfort.  We  crave  it  in  our  jobs,  in  our  love,  and 
in  our  perception  of  the  world.  We  even  try  to  view  death  through  the 
lens  of  comfort.  How  many  people  say  that  they  wish  to  die  in  their 
sleep  of  old  age?  They  just  want  to  drift  away,  not  feeling  a thing. 

It’s  the  same  with  how  humans  view  others.  We  want  other 
people  to  fit  comfortably  into  our  lives,  like  uniform  pieces  of  a cozy 
puzzle.  And  when  an  irregular  piece  comes  into  play,  we  will  reject 
it.  It’s  nothing  personal;  we  just  feel  that  we  don’t  have  room  for 
something  new  and  strange,  even  if  the  edges  and  irregularities 
make  it  beautiful. 

I believe  that  is  how  my  puzzle  came  apart.  A rogue  piece 
zoomed  into  the  picture  and  made  its  home  where  it  didn’t  belong. 
Looking  back,  it  was  the  equivalent  of  the  apocalypse.  The  great 
disaster  that  destroyed  my  life.  And,  like  most  disasters,  this  one  was 
wrapped  up  in  a woman. 

I first  met  the  woman  on  the  third  day  of  Fundamentals  of 
Mathematics.  The  third  day,  mind  you.  Day  one  and  day  two  she 
was  a no-show.  But,  on  the  third  day,  like  a biblical  vision,  she  burst 
in  10  minutes  late  with  frizzy  red  hair  obscuring  half  of  her  hastily 
makeup-smeared  face.  Black  square-framed  glasses  were  pushed 
from  the  edge  of  her  freckled  nose  to  the  bridge,  and  she  scoured 
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the  discussion  hall,  looking  for  an  empty  seat,  which  I knew  existed 
only  to  my  immediate  left.  Not  particularly  wanting  to  sit  next  to  this 
fiery  train  wreck,  I casually  attempted  to  push  my  textbook  ever  so 
slightly  with  my  calculator,  so  my  starboard  void  would  seem  filled. 
Unfortunately,  this  only  served  to  telegraph  my  position  to  the  enemy, 
and  the  sweatpants  clad  demon  rushed  to  my  side. 

The  female  hoisted  her  Minnie  Mouse  backpack  onto  the  desk 
and  immediately  it  erupted.  Books,  papers,  pens,  pencils:  everything 
scattered  across  the  expanse  of  our  table.  The  train  wreck  then 
proceeded  to  spurt  a simply  genius  compilation  of  profanities  and 
slurs  and  collect  Minnie’s  intestines.  Human  nature  kicked  in,  and  I 
also  picked  up  some  items. 

“Here,  urn,  you  dropped  your...  sandwich.”  At  least  I assumed 
the  shrink-wrapped  lump  of  fishy-smelling  matter  was  a sandwich. 

Finally  noticing  me,  the  girl  looked  up.  “Oh.  Hey.  Sorry  about 
that.”  She  hastily  snatched  the  sandwich  from  my  hands.  “So,  what 
have  I missed?” 

“Not  much,  class  just  started  about  five  minutes  ago.”  I tried 
to  turn  my  attention  back  to  the  professor,  but  the  burning  of  the  girl’s 
stare  kept  me  from  concentrating. 

Finally  unable  to  bear  it  any  longer,  I turned  back  to  my 
tormentor  to  see  a knowing  smirk.  “I  meant  the  first  two  days  of  class, 
Sherlock.” 

I knew  that  was  what  she  meant,  I just  didn’t  want  to  have 
to  be  the  one  to  explain  it  all  to  her.  After  all,  the  professor  was 
discussing  trigonometry  today,  and  I didn’t  want  to  miss  anything. 

“Oh,  right.  Sorry,  we  just...  umm...  discussed  the  syllabus.” 
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And  met  everyone,  and  took  notes  over  an  hour-long  lecture,  and 
received  our  first  two  assignments.  That  were  due  at  the  end  of  class 
today.  But  I figured  she  didn’t  want  to  know  all  that. 

My  thoughts  were  confirmed  when  she  nodded  and  plopped 
her  head  upon  her  misshapen  bag,  falling  asleep  in  roughly  two 
minutes. 

Incredible,  to  say  the  least.  Not  that  I was  expecting  much 
from  her.  I had  seen  her  type  in  many  of  my  classes  before.  She  will 
show  up  a few  times  at  the  beginning  of  the  semester,  and  by  three 
weeks  she  will  have  dropped  the  class.  Natural  selection,  at  its  finest. 

The  rest  of  the  class  went  by  smoothly.  The  teacher  taught 
trig,  I took  notes,  and  the  Red  Baroness  slept  like  a brick.  Finally,  with 
only  five  minutes  left  in  class,  the  teacher  asked  us  all  to  pass  in  our 
two  assignments.  I reached  down  to  fish  mine  out  of  my  backpack, 
and  I accidentally  brushed  her  leg. 

One  blue  eye  opened  under  her  incredible  mass  of  red  hair, 
and  she  proclaimed,  “Wazzit  goin  honn?” 

“We  are  passing  in  the  assignments  from  the  first  two  days 
of  class,”  I whispered.  Looking  back,  I don’t  really  know  why  I 
whispered.  It’s  not  like  it  was  a secret  or  anything. 

Upon  hearing  this  news,  she  sat  up  straight  as  a board.  Wisps 
of  hair  obscured  her  face,  but  not  enough  to  hide  the  shine  of  a drool 
trail  on  her  chin.  I tell  you,  she  really  was  stunning. 

With  sluggish  efficiency,  she  then  began  to  dig  through  her 
bag.  I hoped  for  her  sake  there  was  a tissue  in  there.  But  to  my 
complete  surprise,  she  pulled  out  a large  multi-pocketed  folder.  She 
tiredly  flipped  it  open,  and  scoured  through  an  expansive  amount  of 
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files  and  clips,  until  she  pulled  out  two  sheets  of  stapled  paper. 

She  then  tossed  these  in  my  general  direction,  and  started  to 
repack  her  bag.  Dumbfounded,  I reached  down  to  grab  the  papers, 
and  saw  that  they  were  the  assignment  that  we  were  given.  Glancing 
over,  I saw  a massive  amount  of  work  done  in  small,  feminine 
cursive.  I also  noticed  an  inked  stamp  at  the  middle  of  the  bottom  of 
the  page  that  read: 


Property  of  Emily  Dubont 
First  of  Her  Name 
Copyright  1990 


“Ahem.” 

I looked  up  into  the  icy  eyes  of  the  devil,  caught  in  my 
voyeurism. 

“Are  you  going  to  turn  it  in  or  what?” 

Hastily  passing  the  paper  to  the  side,  I averted  my  eyes  in 
shame.  I then  quickly  packed  my  bag  and  left  the  classroom,  so  as  to 
not  receive  any  more  of  her  fury. 

I had  to  wait  a full  weekend  to  see  Emily  Dubont  again.  It 
was  horrible.  I was  anxious  to  see  her  again.  Purely  for  educational 
purposes,  of  course.  I wanted  to  know  if  she  would  indeed  be  just 
another  burnout. 

Finally,  Monday  morning,  at  8:45  in  Lecture  hall  C,  we  had 
class  again.  I was  surprised  to  see  Ms.  Dubont  had  already  perched 
in  the  middle  of  the  audience.  This  was  problematic. 

You  see,  I had  planned  the  entire  thing  in  my  head  while 
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showering  this  morning.  I was  going  to  arrive  15  minutes  early,  sit  in 
the  exact  spot  as  last  time,  shoo  away  any  prospective  pioneers  who 
wished  to  claim  the  land  to  my  left,  and  await  for  Emily  to  arrive.  She 
would  obviously  sit  by  me,  because  I knew  that  that  was  the  way  of 
things.  Humans  strive  for  comfort,  remember?  That’s  why  you  end  up 
sitting  next  to  the  same  people  in  class,  in  the  exact  same  seat,  every 
time. 


Emily  had  broken  this  mold  already  by  arriving  here  before 
me.  Next,  she  was  sitting  two  rows  down  from  where  we  sat  last 
class.  To  top  it  all,  she  sat  on  the  very  last  seat  of  the  aisle,  so  the 
only  seat  available  was  on  her  left. 

Really,  it  was  very  inconsiderate  of  her. 

Defeated  from  the  battle  not  fought,  I trudged  my  way  over  to 
the  left  side  of  Emily.  I nonchalantly  positioned  my  bag  on  the  desk, 
and  sat  in  the  plastic  chair.  Faking  a stretch,  I first  turned  away  from 
Emily,  and  then  towards  her  so  I could  look  at  her. 

She  was  staring  at  me. 

So  I stretched  away  from  her  again.  Right  about  now  was 
when  I realized  that  my  actions  could  be  considered  stalkerish.  So 
I steeled  myself,  unconsciously  put  on  my  nice  normal  face,  and 
prepared  to  introduce  myself. 

“Whole  lecture  hall,  and  you  pick  the  only  seat  by  me?” 

I was  surprised.  Mainly  because  I was  about  to  speak,  and 
Emily  cut  me  off. 

“Hello?  Why  are  you  sitting  next  to  me?” 

Yes.  It  is  my  turn  to  speak  now,  isn’t  it?  “Yeah,  sorry,  umm...  I’ll 
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move.”  I grabbed  my  bag,  and  was  about  to  make  my  speedy  retreat, 
when  I felt  a tug  on  my  backpack. 

I turned  back  to  see  the  fiery  eyes  of  my  captor  squint  with 
amusement.  “I  didn’t  say  you  could  leave,  Sherlock.  Why  did  you  sit 
by  me?” 

There  was  the  Sherlock  thing  again.  Do  I look  like  a detective? 

“Honestly,”  I said,  with  wavering  conviction,  “I  was  just 
curious.” 

“Curious?”  she  said,  with  that  same  dangerous  glint  in  her 

eyes. 


I really  didn’t  know  what  to  say.  “Yeah.  Curious.  Sorry.”  Again,  I 
tried  to  retreat,  but  it  wasn’t  to  be. 

“Stop  saying  sorry  all  the  time.”  For  whatever  reason,  I turned 
around.  “It’s  not  like  you  committed  a felony.  You  could  sit  here  if  you 
like.” 


I didn’t  understand.  “I  didn’t  think  you  wanted  me  to  sit  by 

you?” 


“I  never  said  that.  Besides,  now  I’m  curious  about  you.” 

Now  I really  was  flabbergasted  beyond  all  hope.  The  way  I 
saw  it,  I had  two  options: 

1 . Be  brave  and  stupid,  and  try  to  retreat  with  what  dignity  I had 
left,  or 

2.  Play  it  safe  and  sit  here,  risking  my  sanity. 

So  I sat  down.  Victory  flickered  in  Emily’s  eyes  and  she  said,  “So 
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what’s  your  name  anyway,  mystery  boy?” 

‘‘Oliver  Grant.  And  yours?”  I decided  I needed  to  play  dumb.  I 
had  already  been  acting  incredibly  stalkerish;  no  need  to  share  the 
fact  that  I already  knew  Emily’s  name. 


“Emily  Dubont.”  She  stuck  out  her  hand,  and  I shook  it. 
“Pleased  to  make  your  aquaintance,  Mr.  Grant.” 

Then  she  smiled. 

....Well. 

Didn’t  see  that  coming. 

Now,  I don’t  want  to  sound  like  some  hormone-jacked  bodice- 
ripper  high  on  happy  gas.  The  skies  didn’t  open  up  with  angels 
singing  the  hallelujah  chorus.  The  ground  didn’t  tremble  beneath  us. 
In  fact,  I might  have  been  the  only  one  to  see  her  smile,  just  then  in 
that  classroom. 

But  I’m  not  exaggerating  when  I tell  you  that  her  smile  took  my 
breath  away. 

At  the  time,  I had  no  idea  why  it  was  her  smile  struck  me  so.  It 
was  a perfect  storm  of  a thousand  different  components,  all  walloping 
into  my  frontal  lobe  at  300  mph.  I would  need  many  years  and 
thousands  of  more  smiles  before  I could  truly  discern  the  reason. 

Now  there  are  many  details  that  make  her  smile  one  of  a 
kind.  First,  it  is  slightly  crooked,  just  like  Emily’s  sense  of  humor. 

Her  eyes,  so  adept  at  expressing  her  many  emotions,  would  crinkle, 
spiderwicking  small  lines  from  the  corners.  A small  laugh  would  chirp 
forth,  cut  short  because  it  was  not  intended.  I could  go  on  for  pages, 
thinking  of  different  aspects  of  her  smile,  but  I don’t  want  to  waste 

64 


your  time.  I think  it  is  best  to  say  that  her  smile  caught  me  unawares. 
The  full  reality  and  sincerity  of  it  hit  me  like  a freight  train. 

I recovered  my  wits  when  Emily  waved  her  hand  in  front  of  my 
face.  Apparently  I had  become  comatose  and  unresponsive,  and  I 
believe  that  Emily  started  to  think  there  really  was  something  wrong 
with  me.  Then  my  body  betrayed  me  in  the  most  humiliating  way 
possible.  I blushed. 

Emily  raised  one  eyebrow.  “You  are  kinda  odd,  aren’t  you?”  She 
released  my  hand  and  patted  my  head.  “Don’t  be  embarrassed.  You 
are  in  good  company.” 


Alden  Stockam 
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Judgment  Day 

I walked  into  the  building,  put  my  things  down  for  the  police 
officer  and  walked  through  the  metal  detector.  I climbed  the  marble 
stairs  and  my  legs  began  to  wobble  as  I approached  the  large 
wooden  doors  and  reached  for  my  phone  so  I could  shut  it  off.  I 
looked  into  the  room  through  the  small  window  and  the  air  was  as 
stiff  as  the  benches  looked  to  sit.  I took  in  a big  breath  and  released, 
knowing  I would  see  her.  I was  shaking  as  if  I walked  into  a freezer. 
As  soon  as  I opened  the  door,  there  she  was,  to  my  right,  and  next 
to  her,  an  empty  seat.  For  a mere  second,  I contemplated  sitting 
next  to  her,  but  that  would  be  dangerous.  She  looked  bad.  Her  eyes 
were  sunk  in  and  her  body  just  had  “sick”  written  all  over  it,  or  was  it 
“help?”  I dodged  her  angry  eyes  and  kept  walking.  I sat  on  the  hard, 
unforgiving  bench  and  glanced  around  for  Jarrod.  I looked  back  at 
her  and  she  chewed  on  her  lip  as  she  looked  forward.  I turned  to 
my  right  and  a white  man  in  a blue  suit  flipped  through  his  leather 
briefcase.  Jarrod  was  on  the  other  side  of  the  lawyer,  his  lawyer,  Mr. 
Glint.  Jarrod  silently  pointed  me  out  to  his  lawyer  and  Mr.  Glint  looked 
at  me  and  shook  my  hand. 

“Glad  you  could  make  it.” 

I looked  around  and  was  taken  aback  by  the  men  in  the 
front  wearing  orange  jumpsuits.  As  they  moved,  you  can  hear  the 
clinking  of  the  chains  that  hugged  them.  None  of  them  were  remotely 
attractive,  and  I found  it  odd  that  I was  even  thinking  that  way  when 
it  came  to  criminals.  This  room  was  filled  with  liars,  thieves,  and 
deviants.  I kept  thinking  how  much  I didn’t  belong  here.  I didn’t  owe 
anyone  child  support.  I didn’t  have  a warrant  out  for  my  arrest,  and  I 
had  never  stolen  anything  in  my  life.  I couldn’t  help  but  to  think  how 
in  the  world  all  of  these  people  got  here,  and  have  somewhat  thrown 
their  lives  away.  I was  being  judgmental  of  course,  but  I couldn’t 
help  it.  Most  of  the  people  around  me  had  hole-filled  jeans,  and  their 
hair  wasn’t  managed.  A few  of  them  played  on  their  phones  as  they 
waited  for  the  judge  to  arrive,  even  when  it  clearly  said  on  the  sign 
outside  of  the  room  to  shut  all  cell  phones  off.  I guess  this  is  how 
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it  starts,  right?  All  of  these  people  were  in  trouble  with  the  law  and 
obviously  they  can’t  even  obey  a simple  no-cell  phone  sign.  The 
chairs  that  the  lawyers  sat  in  at  the  front  of  the  room  were  pristine 
and  represented  the  proceedings  accordingly  with  patriot  blue  fabric 
and  strong  wood  arms.  Just  like  the  arms  of  justice,  right?  Well,  we’ll 
see  about  that. 

“All  rise  for  the  honorable  Judge  Rowland,”  said  the  security 

guard. 


We  all  stood  and  the  Judge,  a rather  large  but  stern  looking 
woman,  climbed  the  bench  and  sat. 

“You  all  may  be  seated.  First  on  the  docket,  Harold  versus 
Hall,  step  forward,”  said  Judge  Rowland. 

That  was  us.  My  palms  began  to  sweat  and  I didn’t  move, 
but  I didn’t  have  to  yet,  either.  Of  course  still  chewing  on  her  lip,  my 
beloved  rival  looked  at  the  Judge  and  then  looked  at  the  door  as  her 
lawyer  and  her  ex’s  lawyer  approached  the  bench. 

This  was  almost  as  intense  as  when  I got  that  phone  call  at 
three  o’clock  in  the  morning.  It  was  her.  She  told  me  she  had  a flat 
tire  and  she  needed  me  to  come  pick  her  up.  All  while  her  oldest  lay 
sleeping  in  her  bed,  never  knowing  her  mother  was  even  gone.  Or 
that  time  the  police  called  me. 

“Miss  Barnes,  can  you  pick  Faye  Hicks  from  the  Lee’s  Summit 
Police  Station?  You  are  the  only  contact  that  Miss  Hall  had  for 
emergencies.  The  minor  was  left  home  alone  while  Miss  Hall  was 
found  after  an  accident.  I can’t  tell  you  the  details  because  of  privacy, 
but  both  parties  are  okay  and  the  minor  is  here  with  us.”  Being  as  on 
edge  then,  it  still  didn’t  amount  to  the  intensity  that  was  right  before 
me. 


“I  think  I’m  gonna  puke,”  she  said  at  a level  where  everyone 
could  hear  and  could  turn  to  look  at  her  dramatic  escape,  but  no  one 
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looked  except  me. 

She  had  always  been  good  at  being  dramatic  at  the  right 
moment.  It  was  a defense  mechanism  because  she  knew  her  hands 
would  be  tied  today,  or  so  I had  hoped.  She  knew  what  was  coming 
and  I couldn’t  have  been  happier.  I was  gleaming  with  excitement 
and  shivering  with  apprehension.  Jarrod  poked  me. 

“Always  theatrics  with  her,"  he  whispered. 

I rolled  my  eyes  and  tried  to  pay  attention  to  the  lawyer’s 
conversation  with  the  Judge. 

“Your  honor,  we  would  like  to  discuss  in  the  hallway  the 
proceedings  with  Miss  Hall,  before  the  case  is  heard,”  said  Mr.  Glint. 

“Go  ahead.  We’ll  proceed  after  the  rest  of  the  docket  has  been 
called,”  Judge  Rowland  says. 

My  heart  yearned  for  an  answer  right  then  and  there,  but 
as  I watched  the  lawyers  leave  the  room,  the  Judge  called  one  of 
the  convicts  to  the  bench.  He  scuffled  toward  her  and  I noticed  he 
had  someone’s  name  tattooed  boldly  on  his  neck.  My  attention 
was  quickly  averted.  I couldn’t  help  but  to  listen  intently  like  I was 
watching  an  episode  of  “Law  and  Order.”  This  stuff  was  going  to  be 
good.  The  judge  flipped  through  the  paperwork,  clearly  getting  more 
angry  with  every  page  turn. 

“Mr.  Johnson,  why  are  you  here?” 

Her  question  was  somewhat  rhetorical  because  she  continued 
right  away  without  waiting  for  a response. 

“Mr.  Johnson,  you  missed  your  second  court  date  and  that’s 
why  you’ve  been  in  jail,  and  I really  would  like  an  explanation  of  why 
you  can’t  seem  to  make  it  to  your  court  dates,  when  you’ve  wasted 
my  time,  the  court’s  time  and  now  your  own  time  because  you’ve 
been  jailed,”  she  said  with  no  hesitation. 
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She  was  definitely  not  putting  up  with  anything  today.  This 
is  good  news.  Maybe  she’ll  rip  Miss  Hall  a new  one.  She  surely 
deserves  it.  I catch  myself  looking  at  the  door,  waiting  for  her  to 
return,  or  the  lawyers  to  be  ready  with  a conclusion. 

“Your  honor,  I’ve  had  a broken  arm  all  summer  and...”  Mr. 
Johnson  said  dumbly. 

“A  broken  arm?  A broken  arm  has  prevented  you  from  getting 
to  and  from  your  mandatory  court  dates?  Mr.  Johnson,  what  do  you 
do  for  a living? 

“I’m  a full  time  student,  your  honor,  at  Park  University.” 

“So  now  you’re  missing  class,  and  not  getting  your  degree  to 
get  a decent  job  to  keep  you  out  of  trouble  and  . . .” 

“Your  honor,  I had  a broken  arm,  I don’t  just  sit  on  my  ass  . . .” 

“You  don’t,  what?  Mr.  Johnson  sit  down.  You  just  don’t  get  it  do 
you?  That’s  why  you’re  here,  Mr.  Johnson!  Start  taking  responsibility 
for  yourself!” 

I wanted  to  feel  bad  for  him,  but  he  had  the  dumbest  excuse 
I think  I’ve  ever  heard.  I almost  thought  he  was  joking,  but  no.  He 
turned  around  and  scurried  to  the  wood  bench  and  shrugged  his 
shoulders  like  the  12  year-old  boy  he  acted  like.  On  to  the  next 
convict  and  this  time  this  man  was  small,  nerdy  looking  and  wore 
thick  glasses.  His  lawyer  approached  the  bench  with  him.  He  was  so 
small  he  couldn’t  even  see  the  judge  to  look  her  in  the  eye  because 
the  bench  was  taller  than  he  was. 

After  some  banter,  the  lawyer  got  some  kind  of  deal  for  his 
client  where  he  would  only  have  to  pay  five  dollars  a month  after  he 
got  out  of  jail.  Five  dollars  a month?!  Does  that  even  count  toward 
anything?  He  told  the  judge  he  had  a job  but  couldn’t  afford  much 
of  anything.  Again,  I was  feeling  judgmental  and  I needed  to  stop.  I 
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guess  I can’t  really  see  myself  being  so  poor  that  I can’t  afford  things, 
like  a car  payment,  or  a house  payment.  Am  I really  that  privileged,  or 
am  I that  big  of  a bitch?  Anyhow,  I was  getting  distracted  from  today’s 
agenda.  I needed  to  stay  calm.  Any  minute  now  and  they’d  be  ready 
for  me.  Ready  for  me  to  testify,  and  finally  speak  the  truth  and  reveal 
what  really  has  gone  on  in  the  past  couple  of  years.  I found  myself 
getting  angry  again.  Angry  because  she’s  gotten  away  with  so  much 
shit.  She’s  wiggled  her  way  out  of  every  suicide  attempt,  DUI,  and  jail 
time.  If  it  were  any  other  person,  we’d  have  been  in  jail  for  years,  or 
been  successful  with  killing  ourselves  at  least.  Damn  it,  why  is  she  so 
good  at  manipulation? 

Judge  Rowland  calls  our  case  again,  but  the  lawyers  haven’t 
returned  from  bargaining.  I worried  that  things  weren’t  going  smoothly 
and  she,  again,  is  denying  anything  she’s  ever  done  wrong.  As 
always.  I’ve  prayed  for  the  day  that  she  will  pay  for  the  hell  she’s  put 
me  through,  and  the  hell  she’s  put  her  children  through.  What  kind 
of  mother  wanders  the  streets  in  nine  degree  weather  and  passes 
out  in  a dark  ditch  next  to  a light  pole?  I can’t  get  angry,  and  I have 
to  keep  my  cool.  Stop  thinking  so  much,  stop  it.  The  court  assistant 
leaves  the  courtroom  to  fetch  the  lawyers,  and  a few  moments  later 
Mr.  Glint  came  back  to  the  courtroom,  briefcase  in  hand,  and  he  sat 
down  next  to  me.  He  flips  through  his  notepad,  looking  confident.  Not 
knowing  what  was  going  on,  I sat  quietly  and  continued  to  wait.  Then 
he  turned  to  me. 

“We’ve  reached  a plea.  Listen  carefully.  We  won’t  need  you  to 
testify,  but  you  need  to  make  your  presence  known,”  explained  Glint. 

I nodded  my  head  and  didn’t  respond.  What  the  hell  does  that 
mean?  Will  something  finally  be  done?  Am  I hearing  this  correctly? 

“Harold  versus  Hall,”  the  Judge  exclaimed  again.  Jarrod,  Mr. 
Glint,  a small  woman  lawyer  and  another  tired-looking,  older  lawyer 
approached  the  bench.  She  wasn’t  far  behind. 
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“All  parties  raise  your  right  hands.  You  do  solemnly  state  that 
the  testimony  you  may  give  in  the  cause  now  pending  before  this 
court  shall  be  the  truth,  the  whole  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth,  so 
help  you  God?”  asked  the  Judge.  Both  parties  agreed. 

“Your  honor,  we  have  reached  a plea  agreement.  I,  Lauren 
Colbie,  lawyer  representing  the  minor  in  this  case,  will  begin  with 
questioning  Mr.  Harold,”  said  the  woman. 

“Proceed,”  said  Rowland. 

“Mr.  Harold,  have  you  seen  or  spoken  to  the  minor,  Faye, 
within  the  past  two  years  that  you  and  the  defendant  have  been 
separated?”  asked  Colbie. 

“No  ma’am,”  said  Jarrod. 

“And  in  the  past  two  years  have  you  tried  to  get  in  contact  with 
Miss  Hall  so  you  could  see  your  eldest  daughter,  even  though  in  your 
agreement  it  says  you  may  have  every  other  weekend  with  her?” 

“Yes  ma’am  and  I have  been  denied  a phone  number  and  an 
address  as  well.” 

“So  you’re  saying  that  Miss  Hall  has  denied  you  any  contact 
with  your  child  whatsoever?” 

“Yes,  she  has,”  said  Jarrod. 

“Do  you  believe  your  children  are  safe  when  they  are  with 
Miss  Hall?” 

“I  don’t.” 

“I  have  no  further  questions,  your  honor.” 

My  eyes  are  locked  on  her.  She  kept  looking  back  at  me  and 
trying  to  whip  me  with  her  eyes.  I ignored  her  childish  looks  and 
stared  at  the  Judge.  Surely  this  ball-buster  of  a Judge  would  stop  any 
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shenanigans  if  they  were  started.  I doubt  she’d  pull  anything.  She’s 
not  that  dumb. 

“Miss  Hall,  after  reviewing  this  case  and  hearing  Mr.  Harold’s 
testimony,  you  have  agreed  to  a plea  deal  because  you  are  guilty  of 
contempt,  yes?” 


“Yes,  your  honor,”  she  said. 

“Do  you  agree  that  you  have  denied  Mr.  Harold  his  parental 
and  agreed  upon  rights  in  the  past  two  years?” 

“My  daughter  was  afraid  of  her  father,  and  I was  protecting 

her.” 


“Miss  Hall,  answer  the  question  precisely,  please!”  This  Judge 
wasn’t  taking  any  sass.  Thank  God,  but  there  she  goes,  thinking 
she’s  above  any  authority. 

“Yes,  your  honor.” 

“You  are  pleading  guilty  of  being  in  contempt  of  your  custody 
agreement  with  Mr.  Harold,  yes  or  no?” 

“Yes.”  She  exhaled  loudly  and  shook  her  head. 

“Miss  Hall,  since  you  are  pleading  guilty  to  contempt  and 
because  of  your  recent  behavior  and  run-ins  with  the  law  including 
two  DUI’s,  assaulting  an  officer,  and  hit  and  run,  just  to  name  a few, 
your  plea  deal  includes  thirty  days  of  in-house  rehab  and  after  you 
complete  that  program  you  must  attend  a daily  rehab.  Along  with  this 
completion,  you  will  be  allowed  six  hours  of  visitations  on  Saturday 
from  noon  to  six  pm.  If  you  do  not  complete  this  rehabilitation 
process,  you  will  be  taken  to  jail  to  fulfill  your  admittance  of  guilt  for 
contempt.  Mr.  Harold  will  be  given  temporary  custody  of  both  girls 
until  this  case  can  be  heard  again  in  January.  That  gives  you  two  and 
a half  months  to  complete  this  process.  Do  you  agree,  Miss  Hall?” 
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My  eyes  began  to  swell  and  I couldn’t  believe  what  I was 
hearing.  Thank  God  someone  saw  through  her  lies  and  pinned  her 
in  a corner  where  she  couldn’t  manipulate  her  way  out  of  it.  I began 
to  cry  like  I had  just  won  the  jackpot,  because  I did,  in  an  emotionally 
damaged  kind  of  way.  In  the  past  two  years  she  has  never  been  held 
directly  accountable  for  the  people  she’s  hurt  the  most,  her  children. 
And  now  she  can  work  on  being  a mother.  I wanted  to  run  to  the 
bench  and  shake  the  judge’s  hand.  She  had  no  idea  how  much  this 
ruling  meant  to  our  family.  Judge  Rowland  did  something  that  no 
one  could  make  her  do.  But  I guess  that’s  how  addicts  are.  They’re 
selfish  people  who  only  protect  their  lying,  thieving,  manipulating 
ways.  Everyone  at  the  bench  began  to  disperse  and  at  this  point  I 
was  crying  so  hard  I couldn’t  see  who  was  coming  toward  me.  She 
walked  by  me,  giving  me  the  meanest  stare  I’ve  ever  received,  but 
I didn’t  return  the  look,  or  even  turn  my  head.  But  I knew  where  her 
eyes  were  directed  and  I could  see  her  in  my  peripherals. 

“We’re  not  sisters  anymore,  traitor.  Don’t  you  ever  talk  to  me 
again,  bitch.” 

She  ran  out  of  the  courtroom.  Even  though  I didn’t  testify 
against  her,  I planned  to,  and  the  alcohol  knew  a challenge  was 
coming  and  that’s  why  she  now  hates  me.  For  now.  How  I hated 
that  she  didn’t  understand  why  I was  in  favor  of  her  kids  being  taken 
away.  But  I couldn’t  help  but  to  cry  happy  tears.  God  damn  it,  why 
does  this  hurt  so  badly?  All  I can  hope  is  that  she’ll  thank  me.  One 
day. 


Janessa  Stephens 
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PUB  LOVE 


1-1-1 


CHARACTERS: 

CHARLIE:  An  alluring  young  female  bartender. 

RICK:  Young  stud,  best  friend  of  both  VALERIE  and  PHILLIP. 

PHILLIP:  Young  man  lost  in  heartbreak. 

VALERIE:  Young  woman  living  in  a lonely  world. 

(Lights  up  on  a small  pub  scene. 
There  are  a few  tables  with  chair 
already  on  them.  A door  leads  to 
the  outside,  and  a large  window 
stretches  upstage.  In  one  corner 
stands  a fully  equipped  bar,  and 
with  CHARLIE  standing  behind, 
counting  money  from  the  night. 
She  finishes,  and  flips  the  switch 
so  the  open  sign  is  no  longer  lit. 
Suddenly  the  door  opens,  and 
RICK  and  PHILLIP  enter  in  from 
the  rain.  Both  are  handsome  men, 
but  while  RICK  is  bursting  with 
energy,  PHILLIP’S  mood  seems  to 
match  the  weather.) 

CHARLIE 


We’re  closed,  sorry. 
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RICK 


Aw,  come  on!  Let  us  have  a few  drinks! 

CHARLIE 


No  deal.  Pub  is  closed,  and  the  tables  are  up. 

RICK 

Not  that  one!  You  haven  touched  that  one  yet!  Please,  I’m  begging 
you.  I’m  introducing  my  friend  to  the  love  of  his  life  tonight! 

CHARLIE 


What? 


(RICK  elbows  PHILLIP,  who  gives 
a very  unenthusiastic  thumbs-up.) 
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...  Alright,  Alright,  come  on  you  two.  Have  a seat. 

RICK 


Thanks! 


(CHARLIE  bends  over  and  gets 
a cash  box.  RICK  does  not  fail  to 
notice.) 

You  new  here?  I don’t  think  I’ve  seen  ya  before. 

CHARLIE 

Name’s  Charlie.  Now  shut  up  and  order,  you  both  are  dripping  water 
everywhere. 


RICK 

Edgy,  I like  it.  Beer,  both  of  us.  Make  his  a pint.  You  can  make 
yourself  something  too.  Put  it  on  me. 

CHARLIE 

I drink  for  free,  deuchnozzle.  And  I’m  not  opening  the  tap,  so  you 
better  like  cans. 


(CHARLIE  bends  down  to  pick  up 
the  moneybox  and  two  cans  of 
beer.  RICK  notices,  now  with  full 
attention.) 
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RICK 


I love  cans.  Come  on,  buy  you  a drink? 

CHARLIE 

Don’t  ask  stupid  questions. 


(CHARLIE  sets  down  the  beers 
and  goes  back  to  the  bar,  half 
paying  attention  to  the  scene  from 
afar.) 

RICK 

She’s  cute  huh?  Come  on,  Phill!  Think  I stand  a chance? 

PHILLIP 


Don’t  ask  stupid  questions. 
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RICK 


Hardy  har  har. 


What  am  I doing  here,  Rick? 


Don’t  ask  stupid  questions! 


PHILLIP 

RICK 

(Not  funny  the  third  time.  RICK 
shrugs  it  off.) 


You,  my  friend,  are  meeting  the  most  important  woman  of  your  life 
tonight! 


PHILLIP 


Valerie. 


RICK 


Valerie!!! 


(No  response  from  PHILLIP.) 

Come  on,  Valerie  and  I go  way  back,  and  I know  the  two  of  you 
are  going  to  go  way  forward.  Way,  way  forward,  if  you  know  what  I 
mean. 
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PHILLIP 


Rick,  subtlety  is  not  your  strong  suit.  But  come  on,  this  is  way  too 
soon. 


RICK 

Too  soon?  TOO  SOON?  Phill,  buddy,  your  psycho  significant  other 
was  nine  months  ago.  Nine.  Whole.  Months! 

PHILLIP 

Starting  five  minutes  ago,  it’s  been  nine  months  and  a day... 
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RICK 

Do  you  hear  yourself?  You’re  counting  the  days!  I can’t  take  it 
anymore!  Not  with  the  moping,  the  crying,  the  shrine  of  that  stupid 
picture  of  you  two  at  Disneyland- 


PHILLIP 

That  picture  is  not  stupid!  It’s  sweet! 

RICK 

You  were  photo-bombed  by  a 3001b  Chinese  man. 

PHILLIP 

He  thought  we  were  the  royal  couple  from  the  princess  and  the  frog. 

RICK 

Listen,  I’m  not  getting  into  this  argument  again.  You  gotta  get  over  it. 
And  Val  is  gonna  help  you. 

(About  this  time  we  see  VALERIE 
approach  the  window.  She  is  not 
dressed  for  rain,  with  only  a light 
cardigan  as  a jacket.  She  has  just 
got  off  her  flight  and,  consequently, 
is  completely  drunk.  Sopping  wet, 
she  stumbles  about,  making  faces 
at  her  reflection  in  the  window.) 
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PHILLIP 


I’m  sorry,  but  what  makes  you  think  Valerie  and  I will  click?  I’ve  seen 
your  friends,  Rick.  No  offence,  but  most  of  them  are  deuchbags  or 
sluts. 


RICK 

How  am  I not  supposed  to  take  offence  to  that?  And  anyway,  what 
about  you?  You  are  my  best  friend,  and  you  are  neither  a deuchbag 
nor  a slut. 


PHILLIP 


Hallelujah. 
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RICK 

Listen,  just  give  Valerie  a chance.  I grew  up  with  her,  and  she  was 
like  a sister  to  me.  Come  on,  you  were  gonna  have  to  meet  her 
eventually  anyways. 


PHILLIP 


...I  hate  being  match-maked. 


Atta  boy! 


Ahem. 


RICK 

CHARLIE 


(RICK  and  PHILLIP  look  at 
CHARLIE.  CHARLIE  motions 
to  the  window.  Both  men  finally 
notices  VALERIE.) 

RICK 


I think  that’s  Valerie... 


PHILLIP 


You’re  kidding  me. 
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(RICK  waves.  VALERIE, 
finally  focusing  on  the  two, 
waves  back  enthusiastically. 
VALERIE  stumbles  to  the 
entrance.) 


Nope.  Ha  ha!  Straighten  your  tie,  you  look  ridiculous. 

(VALERIE  enters.) 


Valerie!  Baby! 


VALERIE 


RICKY!!!  I FOUND  YOU!!! 


RICK 


...  Hey!...  you  um...  you  alright? 
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VALERIE 


I’m  fine.  Really.  Just...  wet. 


(VALERIE  removes  her 
sopping  cardigan  and 
tosses  it  at  PHILLIP. 
VALERIE  giggles,  and 
PHILLIP  gives  RICK  an 
incredulous  look.) 


RICK 


I see  that. 


VALERIE 

(In  a loud  whisper.) 


Who’s  the  hot  guy? 


RICK 

(RICK  decides  he’s  just 
gonna  roll  with  it.) 

Funny  you  should  ask!  Valerie,  I’d  like  to  introduce  you  to  my  friend 
Phillip.  Phil  is  my  best  friend  around  here. 

PHILLIP 


It’s...  very,  very  nice  to  meet  you. 
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VALERIE 


The  pleasure  is  mine...  Phillip.  Is  that  with  a P or  a F? 

PHILLIP 

With  a P. 

VALERIE 

Puh-hillip.  With  a P.  Just  like  puh-enis.  Do  you  mind  if  I call  you  Puh- 
hillip? 

PHILLIP 


...  No,  not  at  all. 
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VALERIE 

Grand!  Oh,  I see  you  got  started  without  me!  Care  if  I take  a sip, 
Puh-hillip? 

PHILLIP 


Not  at  all. 


Thanks.  Flying  makes  me  thirsty. 


VALERIE 

RICK 

(Apologizing.) 


She’s  afraid  of  flying. 


VALERIE 

Yup.  Very  first  time  flying  alone.  All  alone,  forever  alone,  so  I thought 
it  would  be  a drag,  but  they  have  these  great  little  bottles  of  alcohol 
that  you  get  for  free  if  you  ride  first  class. 


PHILLIP 


I bet  that  helped. 


VALERIE 

Yeah,  that  and  the  Valium  I took  before  the  flight. 
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(Pours  what  is  left  of 
PHILLIP’S  drink  on  the 
floor.) 


Woopsies. 


Oh  boy. 


RICK 
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CHARLIE 

Ok.  LISTEN.  I’m  gonna  get  my  ass  fired  if  I don’t  shut  this  place 
down,  and  now  I got  to  re-mop  the  floor,  so  take  your  inebriated 
friend  and  have  your  reunion  somewhere  else. 

RICK 

You  got  it,  Chuck.  Ok,  Val?  We  are  going  back  to  the  apartment, 
alright? 

VALERIE 

Can  we  go  arm  in  arm?  Like  we’re  dancing? 

PHILLIP 

(Looking  at  RICK.) 


That  would  probably  be  best? 


RICK 


Yeah,  let’s  dance. 


(They  both  support  Valerie 
on  one  side  and  drag/carry 
her  to  the  door.) 


Money’s  on  the  table,  new-girl-Charlie! 
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CHARLIE 


What  a bunch  of  pricks. 


(Blackout.) 


Alden  Stockam 
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[Lights  come  up  on  Sarah,  alone,  in 
the  living  room  of  a three-bedroom 
downtown  Chicago  apartment.  She 
is  kneeling  in  a prayer  position, 
with  her  hands  on  the  arms  of  a 
beaten-up  couch.  The  couch  is  the 
only  furniture  on  stage,  with  clothes, 
a pill  bottle,  and  dishes  scattered 
about.] 

Sarah 

People  say  you  are  always  listening.  I wonder,  though,  how  you  listen 
to  everyone  at  once.  All  those  prayers  on  any  given  Sunday.  Probably 
any  day,  really.  Do  you  listen  to  people  who  don’t  go  to  church?  I don’t 
think  I would,  in  your  shoes,  but  I don’t  really  think  your  shoes  exist, 
either,  so  I suppose  that  is  fair.  That’s  not  what  I wanted  to  talk  to  you 
about,  though.  If  you’re  there,  anyway,  if  you’re  listening.  I need  to 
know  - 

[An  older  woman  barges  into 
the  apartment,  her  hands 
disapprovingly  on  her  hips  until  she 
sees  Sarah’s  position.] 

Sylvia 

Sarah,  how  many  times  have  I told  you  to  get  a better  lock  on  that 
door? 
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Sarah 

About  as  many  times  as  I have  told  you  to  knock.  At  least  as  many 
times  as  I’ve  had  to  fix  that  lock. 

Sylvia 

[Pause.]  I haven’t  seen  you  pray  since  I dragged  you  to  the  church 
doors.  [Pause.]  You  should  do  it  more  often. 

Sarah 


[Rises.]  What  are  you  here  for? 


Sylvia 

Can’t  I just  visit  my  grandbaby?  Is  that  a crime? 

Sarah 

It  is  when  it  could  be  considered  breaking  and  entering. 

Sylvia 

Oh,  hush  now.  You  need  someone  who  is  willing  to  break  and  enter.  I 
mean,  look  at  this  place.  It  ain’t  no  wonder  you  can’t  find  a man  better 
than  Alec  with  your  horrendous  housekeeping  skills.  I wish  you  would 
let  me  set  you  up.  One  of  the  ladies  at  my  bridge  game  as  a lovely 
young  grandson  about  your  age.  Nice  eyes.  Good  job,  too. 

Sarah 

Grandma,  Alec  is  just  fine.  And  in  case  you  forgot,  you  were  the 
one  who  introduced  me  to  him.  Through  one  of  the  ladies  at  your 
infamous  bridge  club. 
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Sylvia 


He  had  potential  then. 


Sarah 


He  still  does.  I think. 


Sylvia 

Sure.  The  same  amount  of  potential  a tree  who  wants  to  sing  has. 

Sarah 

More  than  that.  He’s  just  slow  to  find  it  all. 

Sylvia 

He  could  at  least  find  a job  while  he  waits  for  it  to  surface. 

Sarah 

He’s  tried,  really.  It’s  just  that  he’s  so  sensitive,  you  know — 

Sylvia 

No  more  sensitive  than  you.  [Picks  up  pill  bottle  that  was  on  the 
couch.]  Sarah  Kyla  Fields.  Prozac.  35  milligrams.  Major  depression. 
You  still  have  a job.  [Pause.]  I thought  it  was  20  milligrams. 
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Sarah 

Somehow.  It  was.  But  Alec  couldn’t  do  the  9 to  5 job,  he  has  to  find 
time  to  work  on  his  music 


Sylvia 

He  ought  to  make  time  to  find  a way  to  bring  a paycheck  home.  I 
mean,  he  is  living  here.  [Silence.]  He  is  living  here,  right? 

Sarah 

Sure.  If  you  could  call  it  that.  He  disappears  now  and  then,  of  course, 
but  that’s  to  be  expected  of  musicians. 

Sylvia 

It  is  not  to  be  expected  of  a lover.  But  I suppose  it  doesn’t  come  as 
much  of  a surprise  that  the  fool  wouldn’t  come  home — 

Sarah 

Can  you  ever  refer  to  him  by  his  actual  name? 

Sylvia 

Sure.  When  he’s  a man  deserving  of  a real  name. 

Sarah 


What  are  you  here  for  anyway? 
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Sylvia 

I told  you,  I’m  just  visiting.  I do  have  some  news.  It’s  kind  of  big 
news.  Might  be  a result  of  that  praying  you  were  doing.  Joanne 
called  me.  [Pause.]  You’re  mom. 

Sarah 


I’ll  stop  praying  at  once. 

Sylvia 

Oh,  don’t  go  jumping  to  conclusions.  She  wants  back  in  your  life. 

Sarah 

In  order  to  come  back,  she’d  have  to  have  been  in  it  first. 

Sylvia 

Now  I know  you’ve  had  your  differences,  but  there’s  no  reason  not  to 
give  her  a second  chance. 

Sarah 

This  is  more  like  the  seventh. 


Sylvia 

She’s  still  your  mother. 

Sarah 

I wasn’t  under  the  impression  that  she  wanted  to  be.  The  last  I heard 
she  ‘couldn’t  handle  me.’ Apparently  I’m  ungrateful. 
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Sylvia 

She  isn’t  perfect.  No  mom  is.  She  gave  up  a lot  for  you. 

Sarah 

Not  for  me.  To  look  good  for  you.  [Pause.]  Do  you  know  that  one 
time,  she  forced  me  to  take  violin  because  you  had  once  said  it  was 
the  closest  instrument  to  God?  That  was  the  week  before  she  gave 
up  on  me  and  I went  to  live  with  you.  I was  what?  Ten?  You’re  more 
of  a mom  to  me  than  she  is. 


Sylvia 

She  wants  to  see  you. 

Sarah 

Why?  To  remind  me  how  much  I failed  her?  I don’t  want  to  see  her. 

Sylvia 

Well,  that’s  problematic.  I’ve  already  told  her  to  come  over. 

Sarah 

You  did  what?  Wait.  No.  Never  mind.  Of  course  you  did. 

Sylvia 

What  was  I supposed  to  do?  Tell  her  that  her  only  child  doesn’t  want 
to  see  her? 


qT 
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Sarah 

Well,  that’s  the  truth.  So,  yeah.  But,  the  truth  makes  you 
uncomfortable,  doesn’t  it?  It  always  has.  Why  do  you  push  so  hard 
for  us  to  get  along,  anyway? 


Sylvia 

[Picks  up  woman’s  shirt  from  couch.]  Don’t  you  ever  clean? 

Sarah 

Don’t  change  the  subject.  Why  do  you  push  so  hard?  I’ve  tried.  She’s 
tried.  We  don’t  get  along,  that’s  really  all  there  is  to  it.  I mean,  I know 
my  father  was  a deadbeat  who  just  up  and  left  when  he  heard  about 
her  having  a bun  in  the  oven,  but  really  there’s  no  need  for  her  and  I- 

Sylvia 

[Puts  down  shirt  and  picks  up  a dirty  plate.]  It’s  no  wonder  you  can’t 
get  him  to  marry  you,  in  a mess  like  this.  Even  Alec  must  have  higher 
standards.  Or  maybe  he’s  just  too  dimwitted  to  know  that  this  house 
is  a mess.  How  would  you  expect  to  raise  a child  here?  I mean, 
you’re  almost  thirty.  Does  he  even  want  children? 

Sarah 

[Suddenly  agitated.]  Why  are  you  avoiding  the  subject?  I don’t  know.  I 
don’t  know  what  he  fucking  wants. 
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Sylvia 

Now,  there  is  no  need  to  use  that  language  with  me,  young  lady. 
What’s  got  you  all  shook  up? 

Sarah 


Nothing. 

Sylvia 

Sure,  and  I’m  twenty. 

Sarah 

And  I’m  pregnant. 

Sylvia 

No,  seriously,  what’s  - oh.  Oh,  you’re  serious.  Why  did  you  want  so 
long  to  tell  me?  You’re  pregnant!  I mean  it’s  a little  out  of  order  - he’ll 
have  to  marry  you  now,  of  course. 

Sarah 

It’s  not  the  fifties  anymore,  Grandma.  He  can  do  what  he  damn  well 


pleases. 

Sylvia 

No,  he  damn  well  can’t. 

Sarah 

Sorry  to  break  the  bad  news.  But  he  definitely  can 

100 


1-1-9 


Sylvia 

It’s  hardly  bad  news.  You’re  pregnant!  That’s  a wonderful  gift  from — 

Sarah 

No — it’s  a result  of  him  sticking  his  di — 

Sylvia 


Sarah  Kyla  Fields! 


Sarah 

Again,  it’s  the  truth.  It’s  fact.  Science. 

Sylvia 

I know  you  don’t  believe  God  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  miracle  of 
life. 


Sarah 

[Turning  away,  trying  to  walk  out  of  the  room.]  I don’t  know  what  I 
believe.  I shouldn’t  be  pregnant.  I cannot  be  a mother. 

Sylvia 

And  why’s  that?  You’re  perfectly  capable. 

Sarah 

[Gesturing  around  to  the  room]  You  said  it  yourself.  How  could  I 
expect  to  raise  a child  in  this  mess?  [Walks  over  to  the  pill  bottle.] 
And  let’s  not  forget  this  fiasco.  I cannot  even  take  care  of  myself — 
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Sylvia 

You  do  just  fine  on  your  own,  Sarah.  You  have  a job,  an  apartment,  a 
boyfriend — well,  a lousy  one.  You’ve  been  independent  since  you’re 
teens.  You  could  very  well  raise — 

Sarah 


No.  No,  I cannot  raise  a child. 

Sylvia 

It’s  not  like  you’d  do  it  all  on  your  own.  I’d  help.  Alec  ought  to  help 
whether  he  wants  to  or  not.  I’ll  see  to  that. 

Sarah 

I don’t  know.  I don’t  think — 


Sylvia 

It’s  kind  of  too  late,  Sarah. 

Sarah 


Not  really.  There  are  other — 

Sylvia 

Abortion  is  not  an  option.  Adoption  is  not  really  either,  but  it’s  far  more 
valid  than — 
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Sarah 

Abortion  is  a valid  choice.  For  me,  anyway.  If  I brought  this  [points  to 
stomach]  into  the  world  and  they  got  depressed  like  I do?  Or  if  I got  too 
depressed  and  couldn’t  handle  it?  I mean,  they  say  you  turn  into  your 
mother.  And  my  mother  is  not — 


Sylvia 

I cannot  believe  you  are  even  considering  this,  Sarah.  Taking  God’s 
child  out  of  the  world. 


Sarah 

It’s  not  God’s  child.  It’s  mine.  [Pause.]  It’s  mine.  My  child. 

[Soft  knock  on  door.  Sarah 
throws  the  door  open.] 

Joanne 

You’re  pregnant? 

Sarah 

Hello  to  you  to,  mom.  Back  to  tell  me  what  to  do  and  how  to  do  it? 
Didn’t  that  not  work  out  so  well  for  us  last  time? 

Joanne 

That’s  hardly  a way  to  greet  your  mother — 

Sarah 

You’re  title  only  from  the  fact  that  you  gave  birth  to  me. 
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Sylvia 

Can’t  the  two  of  you  have  a civil  conversation  about  anything?  Sarah 
here  is  pregnant,  Joanne,  and  she  thinks  abortion  is  a valid  choice — 

Joanne 

Seriously,  Sarah?  You’re  considering  abortion?  You  know  you 
wouldn’t  be  raising  them  alone — Grandma  would  be  around,  I’d  be — 

Sarah 

You’d  be  what,  exactly?  The  person  who  popped  in  and  said  ‘Oh, 
you’re  so  cute’  and  then  left  for  three  months  after  dropping  her  off  at 
Grandma’s? 


Joanne 

Mom,  you’d  said  she  wanted  me  to  come.  That  she  was  okay  with  it. 

Sylvia 

Oh,  did  I know?  Well,  I never  intended  to  give  you  that  impression,  of 
course. 


Joanne 

Right.  Of  course  you  didn’t.  I must  have  just  misunderstood. 

Sylvia 

I’m  going  to  go  find  us  something  to  eat.  I’m  sure  Sarah  has 
something  I can  manage  to  make  in  the  kitchen.  [Exits.] 
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Sarah 

[Sits  down  on  the  couch.]  I don’t  want  to  talk  to  you,  Joanne.  Mother. 

Joanne 

Well,  then,  you  can  just  fucking  listen,  can’t  you?  [Pause.]  Abortions 
are  not  the  way  to  go,  Sarah.  You’ll  regret  it  for  the  rest  of  your  life.  I 
know  an  excellent  doctor  who’d  be  able  to  take  care  of  all  your  needs, 
and  I’ll  figure  out  the  expenses.  Of  course,  I’ll  need  your  financial 
accounts,  not  that  it  will  about  for  much,  but  there  are  programs  for 
poor  mothers,  you  know? 

Sarah 

I don’t  give  a one  damn  shit  about  programs  or  doctors  that  you  know. 
You  know  what  I know?  The  one  thing  I know? 

Joanne 

What?  What  is  the  one  thing  you  know? 

Sarah 

That  this  baby?  This  baby  is  mine.  And  whatever  happens?  Well, 
that’s  my  choice.  Abortion,  adoption,  raising.  My  choice.  Not  yours. 

Not  Grandma’s.  Not  even  Alec’s.  But  mine.  [Pause.]  Do  you  hear  me? 
My  baby.  My  choice. 


End  of  Act  I,  Scene  1 


Diana  Hendricks 
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